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A BIT OF A GHOST STORY. 

BY SLAB GAB EX YEBNE. 


Such a perfect gem of a bouse as father 
secured us for the summer! It was neither 
too large nor too small; had flowers and 
shade trees in front, and a vegetable garden 
at the back; was within twenty minutes’ 
ride of the depot and post-office, and yet 
stood iu the shadow of the hills. 

u It must be a terribly disagreeable soul 
that could noL be happy here,” I said to my 
mother, as we looked the place over. 

Our luggage had just been carried up 
stairs, and the servants were busy throwing 
open shutters and doors, giving thereby an 
air'of cheeriness to the house, which I most 
confess at first struck me as being a little 
sombre. 

M I hope Miss Dal well will like It,” mother 
said, simply, stopping to lift a trailing vine 
which lay across the path. 

Now I may as well say it at once, that this 
same Miss Martha Dal well was the bone of. 
contention in our otherwise liappy house¬ 
hold. A more disagreeable crochety crea¬ 
ture never lived than she, and yet mother 
clung to her as though she were the very 
pink of perfection! That, too, when, the 
woman had no earthly claim npon her—no 
right to a seat at our table or. a shelter be¬ 


neath onr roof. ■ She had the best of every¬ 
thing, too; the .best room, the best bed, the. 
best chamber furniture. At the table the 
cream of the food found its way to her plate; 
the daintiest piece of fowl, the heart of the 
dressing, and the most luscious share of the 
fruit All in all, Miss Dal well was a nui¬ 
sance in our house. 

I might have put up with all this In a 
Christian manner, had she not been forever 
poking her long nose into my affairs. Every¬ 
thing that I did or said, which did not ac-:. 
cord with her ideas of propriety, she made it • 
her especial province to lecture me upon. ; 
She looked keenly after my love affairs; took ; 
note of the letters which came to me, and. 
was forever following me about evenings 
with wraps, shawls and rubbers. Such a 
fright as she would have made of me had'I 
not resisted her! 

Well, to go back to the starting-point;; 
my dear good mother hoped that Miss Dal- 
well would like the place. 1 hoped she,* 
would not, and I said it out boldly and' 
plafnly. 

w If she.would. only hate the very sight of- 
it,.mother, so-that she would take her traps 
oft. in the first train out l” 
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“ Louise!” 

Sliesaiil il jus as reprovingly as she could, 
dropping the rose-vine as she spoke. 'Wheth¬ 
er she did it berause she was indignant, or 
because one of the thorns pierced her fingers, 
I couldn’t quite tell. 

“ O, but, mother, she is such a drag on all 
my happiness; such a cloud bn every enjoy¬ 
ment. i wish she max a cloud in good ear¬ 
nest, and would go •round,’ as black Spence 
says about the sliowers.” 

** child, Miss Dal well is a-very ex- 

cellent personage, and it is most unkind of 
you to begrudge her the benefit of this sum¬ 
mer’s sojourn in the country.” 

I don t. bile’s welcome to all the coun¬ 
try on earth—all save this one little spot. I 
suppose slie‘11 be here to night and take pos¬ 
session of that south room with the dormer 
window!” 

I shrugged my shoulders, and tried to look 
the very picture of righteous indignation. 

“She will come to-night,and will have the 
chamber with the dormer window,” my 
mother said, decidedly. 

“ Weil, I in glad my room’s on the oilier 
side of the house, that’s all!” intent on hav- 
ing the last word, though I couldn’t have my 
own way. 

Mother did not answer me. She bent 
over a little round bed of pansies, and, out of 
sorts as I was, I couldn’t help thinking how 
pretty her white hands looked as they went 
■in and out among the purple-black blossoms 
and glossy leaves, searching for weeds. 

“How every tiling has been neglected here! 
See how those hyacinths are beaten into the 
dirt.” 

-Blessed mother! she knew just how to 
manage me. As meek as a female Moses I 
went into the house, and searched for twine 
with which to tie up the vines. Then I went 
to work with a will, and before night every 
recreant honeysuckle, rose and wisteria was 
brought hack to its proper place, and fast¬ 
ened into the straight and narrow way which 
it was to grow. 

We waited tea for Miss Dalwell, who was 
to come a little after dark on the evening 
train. The house was pretty well furnished, 
and with tile few articles of furniture which 
we brought with us distributed about, looked 
quite charmingly in the soft glow of the 
lighted lamps. The dining-room, with low 
windows opening upon a porch, was espe¬ 
cially inviting. It had walls painted in Slue 
and white panelling; a cluster of lamps with 


blue shades hanging from the ceiling, and 
one wide western window overgrown with 
jessamine vines, which were full ot blue bell- 
like blossoms. 

I was watching mother put the finishing 
touch to the tea-table, in the shape of a blue 
shelMike vase filled with white lilies, when 
the doorbell sounded a peal long and loud 
throngli the house. 

"must be Miss Dalwell,” mother said, 
going into the hail; “ but T never knew her 
to ring a bell like that before.” 

“It lias a sound like a cow-bell,” little 
Pliil said, keeping close to mother as she 
went to tile door. 

•Sure enough, there was Miss Dalwell, 
wraps and travelling basket iu band, stand¬ 
ing as white as a ghost. 

“0 my dear Judith!” she began,on see¬ 
ing mother; and then sat down upon the 
porch and began to cry. 

“ What lias disturbed you so, Martha?” 
mother said, in such a beautifully cool way. 

A sob was the answer. 

“ What is the matter, dear?” 

Mother got down beside her and put a 
coaxing arm about her neck. 

This was a new quirk in the dear old lady, 
and I stood by watching her with wonder¬ 
ing eyes. I had never seen her so disturbed 
before. 

“ What is it?” cooed mother. 

“I got such a fright!’ - my lady answered, 
at last, gasping for breath. 

Miss Dalwell frightened! I put my hand¬ 
kerchief over my mouth to keep from laugh¬ 
ing outright. 

“ Just as I stepped upon the porch a man 
sprang right up in front of me. I was look¬ 
ing for the doorbell, when he placed a big 
white hand on the knob and rang—you know 
just how hard he rang—and then faded right 
out of my sight without taking a step. And 
O Judith, he had that ring on his middle 
finger!” 

“ Hush!” my mother said, laying a white 
hand upon her lips, and giving one quick 
glance backward to Pliil and me. 

“You are nervous, Martha; probably the 
driver touched the bell for you, or it might 
have been Spence.” 

“ Spence! Has Spence white hands ? and 
does lie wear a diamond ring on his middle 
finger?” 

“Well, never mind, dear; come in, tea is 
waiting for you.” 

But Miss Dalwell was not inclined to 
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budge an inch. She turned her startled 
face lull upon me, and spoke in such a scared 
tremulous vo.ce, that I began straightway 
to pity her. 

“Dear Louise, wont yon look the place 
over, just to please me? You are not afraid 
of anything, are you?” 

“Nothing in the world, Miss Dal well, bnt 
Indians,” l answered, “Spence and I will 
look around.” 

So, in spite of my mother’s warning look, 

I went straight to the kitchen to find my 
sable attendant. 

“ Come,” I said, “ there’s fun ahead: Miss 
Dal well has seen a ghost. Let’s go and hunt 
him up!” 

“Lor bless me. Miss Leesc, yon don’t 
s’pose I’d go hunting one of them, do ye?” 

“You are a coward then, and will let me 
go out alone?” 

His eyes grew as big as Early Rose pota¬ 
toes, and the kinks of liis hair stuck up in 
forty different directions. 

“Now, Miss Leese, if anyttiing should 
happen to me what would ever come of poor 
Matilda?” 

Poor Matilda was Spencer’s lady-love,'a 
strapping en-ature to whom he was passion¬ 
ately devoted. He had left her reluctantly 
in the city because ray mother did not see fit 
to engage her services for the summer in the 
country. 

“Very well, Mr. Spence. You may stay 
here if you like, and I will go alone. If Ma¬ 
tilda Wants a coward for a husband, you will 
just suit her!” 

I turned on my heel to leave. 

“Now, now don’t, miss, I’se cornin’ straight 
’long. I wouldn't stay back for nothin’ in 
de world.” 

We went out upon the brick walks togeth¬ 
er, Spence and I, he trembling so that he 
could but just step, and I most keenly* alive 
for an adventure. The moon was shining 
brightly, and the shrubbery and trees were 
not ruffled by a breath of air. I made straight 
for the deepest shadows, though I cannot to 
this day tell why I did so. There was a row 
of arbor vitas trees standing close against 
the wall. By the farthest one in the ex¬ 
treme corner I caught a glimpse of some¬ 
thing white, or bright, I could not tell which, 
but I went directly to it, poor scared Spence 
and the little house-dog Fido (who had vol-^ 
unteered in my service) keeping close to my 
heels. • 

“ 0 Lord, I see it, I can’t go!” Spence cried 


of a sudden, and plumped right down in'the 
centre of a rosebush, while Fido gave a howl 
of fear, and ran straight to the house. I was * 
left alone in the field, and 1 may as well con¬ 
fess it, the'position was not an agreeable 
one. 

“Well, sir!” I began, walking right up to 
his ghosfcdiip. When lo! ht was three trees 
ahead of me, and I had never seen him 
move! I started forward again, and tills 
time caught a glimpse of a spark of light, a 
something like-a minute star, burning upon 
his hand. I stood still and looked at him. 

1 was fully persuaded that L looked upon a 
form that was hot of the earth earthy—a 
shadow without a substance. 

“ For whom are you looking?” 

No answer; but he turned a full fair face 
square to the light, raised «he hand on which 
the spark of fire burned, and pointed to the 
dormer window on which the moonlight was 
falling. 

“Miss Dalwell?” 

No answer, only the silent npraised hand, 
and the motionless figure. 1 began to shiver 
with fear. The cold perspiration gathered 
in beads upon my forehead, and tryingto 
cry out, my tongue grew paralyzed. I had 
never fainted in my life, but now I felt a 
strange dizzy sensation creeping over me. 
My mother’s voice aroused me, and at the 
same time the face and figure melted out of 
sight where it stood. 

At the door my mother met me. At the 
sight of her I found my senses again. 

“You have seen something, Louise,” she 
said, as she looked into my white face. 

“As sure as you live, mother, I saw a ghost, 
and he is after Miss Dalwell. Spence sat 
down in a rosebush from sheer fright, and 
Fido howled and took to his heels, while I 
alone staid until the lights were out, or until 
his light was out. May we have supper 
now?” 

This was our first evening in our country 
home, and not a very pleasant beginning, 
most certainly. • 

The next day a party of yonng people 
from the city joined us, and the disagreeable 
Incidents of the night before were seemingly 
forgotten. But I noticed that Miss Dalwell 
moved about pale and silent. My affairs, of 
a sudden, seemed to have lost all charm for 
her. Once,ingoing into mother’s room I 
found her crying, and on asking what the 
matter was, she said that she had had a bad 
dream. 
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“Have you seen him again?” I asked, 
thoughtlessly, which set the poor lady into 
a tremor of fear. 

“■Will you be a little more guarded in your • 
speech ?” my mother said, sternly, while I 
beat a hasty retreat 

The weeks went by merrily. We became 
acquainted with other families in the vicin¬ 
ity, and spent the time in a continuous 
round of gayety. Indeed, I may as well say 
here, that onr happiest hours were spent 
away from our own home. The atmosphere 
there began to grow uncanny. Under theold 
roof by day or night there was never un¬ 
broken quiet Doors seemed to be always 
opening and shutting from unaccountable 
draughts; windows slipped their springs and 
came crashing down; shutters swung back 
and forth when the air was stirless; dishes 
Tattled down in their places, and nothing 
seemed to rest upon a secure foundation 
about the house. 

“Look here. Aunt Judith,” Cousin Frank 
began, one morning at- the breakfast-table. 

“ I believe there is a ghost about tills house 
that needs laying. I locked my door on go¬ 
ing to bed last night, but this moruiug when 
I awoke 1 found it wide open.” 

“That's nothing,” Letty Greer answered. 

“ Mine has served me that trick more than 
once. 1 haven't thought of being afraid.” 

“ Who said any tiling of fear. Miss Letty ?” 

“ I thiuk Louise woutd,.if she could speak,” 
Frank answered, quickly, springing up from 
the table and dashing a glass of water in my 
face. 

It brought me to my senses just as they 
were failing me. Close to Miss Dalwell’s chair 
I had seen a figure standing—the same that I 
had seen weeks before iu the shadow of the 
trees. 

“ Be so kind as to let this foolish talk 
drop,” my mother said, and immediately be¬ 
gan to talk eloquently of a book which she 
had been reading. 

As I left the table MissDalwell whispered 
in my ear: 

“ Tou saw him again?” 

“Yes.” 

“By my chair?” 

“ By your chair.” 

“ Come out in the garden with me,” she 
said, putting an arm about my waist, “ I 
want to tell you something. This man has 
not come here to harm you; I alone draw 
him. Years ago he was my lover—one whom 
I rejected for what I thought a good cause. 


I had worn his ring, and returned it to him. 
He died a short time after, but . before his 
death wrote me a letter in which he said, 
that above or below, on earth or in heaven, 
that ring should be worn upon my finger 
again. That is all. What will come of it 
God only knows, but day and night I am 
haunted as though I were guilty of some 
fearful crime!” 

‘ Poor Miss Dalwell!” I said, pityingly. 
But ainoment after, looking into her eyes, I 
felt sure that I had been listening to the 
story of a crazy woman.' Only, with my 
own eyes; I had seen the face that haunted 
her. 

Another week wore away. There was 
the usual small commotion about the place. 
Spence had gone hack to the city because he 
could Dot stand it, while the cook and cham¬ 
bermaid both couched upon the floor of 
nights in my mother's room. All in all, the 
unpleasantness was growing a little too 
strong for comfort. 

But one night the end came. It was 
moonlight again, and outside not a breeze 
stirred the foliage. We were sitting in groups 
upon the wide front porch. In the parlor. 
Miss Wilde was striking minor chords upon 
the piano; while Cousin Frank, in a voice 
modulated to suit the hour, was going 
through with the AucieutMariner. He was 
repeating these words: 

“An orphan’s curse would drag to hell 
A spirit from on high; 

But O! more horrible than tbat 
Is tbe curse in a dead man’s eye! 

Seven days, seven nights—” 

when from Miss Dalwell’s lips arose such a 
shriek, tbat our blood curdled in our veins. 
It was followed by a second's silence, then 
my mother sprang to her side. She lay hack 
in her chair stark and still; her eyes set in 
fright, her jaw fallen. Not a word was spo¬ 
ken, but each one of that terrified group saw 
upon the fore-finger of her right hand a 
golden circlet with a diamond burning in its 
centre. The poor creature wore her lover’s 
ring at last 

All help was useless—Miss Dalwell was 
deadl 

Years have passed' since that night, and 
in looking back to it through the softening 
mists of time, I cannot but wonder whether 
or no my mother’s friend was a sane woman. 
Be that as it may; I tell yon the “ ower true 
tale ” as I experienced it 
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A BITTER LESSON. 

BY I. P. MILLEB. 


“Well, Tom, what are wo going to do 
now?” 

“ Do ? Why, ship, of course; what would 
we do? loaf around here till wo'ro baked ?” 

“ Yes, I know; it’s all very flno to say ship, 
but how can wo manage it without dis¬ 
charges? All the hookers in hero are Johnny 
Balls—regular lime-juicers — and woufdn’t 
take us any more willingly than they would 
the yellow fever, unless wo can show good 
discharges?” 

Such was the substance of a conversation 
I held with my mate, Tom Downs, as wo sat 
on a bluff at the entrance of Sydney harbor, 
and watched the old British and Australian 
liner “ Star of Peace ” as she rapidly drew off 
tho land on her homeward passage. We had 
been mates on tiio gold-fields for some 
months in Victoria, had footed it overland to 
tho New South Wales diggings, worked a 
few weeks without making anything, and 
finally came down to Sydney to got a berth 
for England, on our way to America. We 
both had discharges from our last vessel, and 
so easily secured chances oh hoard the Star 


of Peace; without those documents there 
was at that time but a slim chance for a 
sailor to get a ship. Our discharges were 
taken possession of by the Star’s captain, as 
soon as we signed the ship’s articles, as 
security for our due performance of the trip; 
so when we both deserted in a waterman’s 
boat, two days after joining, to escape arrest 
in consequence of Tom’s having thrashed 
tho mate for striking mo (for the Star of 
Peace was a genuine fighting ship), we lost 
our precious papers. And though tho duly- 
ofTered reward had not sufficed to effect onr 
capture and return by the Sydney police, 
and tho misnamed ship was off and away, I 
feared we should have much difficulty to get 
another vessel, if indeed we should not bo 
obliged to await the arrival of some Yankee 
craft—for the Yankee skippers never both¬ 
ered themselves about discharges. This fear 
was tho occasion of my troubled query, 
“ What aro we going to do now ?” 

“ 0,” said Tom, in answer to my question 
ns to how we could manage to ship without 
discharges, “ Pll fix that, easy enough. I 
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know whore I can get real good ones, all 
kinds; we can be discharged from her maj¬ 
esty’s service, or any of theso merchant 
liners or transient ships, just as we like; and 
tire discharges are all genuine, too. Only we 
mustn’t forget our names, that’s all.” 

“ Mustn’t forget our names!” 

“No. Don’t you sabcf Old stick-in-the- 
mud, that keeps the Blue Magpie, has got 
lots of ’em, the lest kind, real good dis¬ 
charges (and some bad ones, but he never 
has any call for them), that sailor cliap3 have 
left with him when they were going to the 
diggings. Well, when a chap conics to his 
house hard up, lie lets him stay till his board 
and grog bill sums up to a month’s advance 
—it don’t take long to do that—and then 
tells him he’d better strip, and pay his hon¬ 
est debts. If the fellow says he hasn’t got 
any discharge, old shiver-thc-mizzen fixes his 
flint right oil' by giving him his pick of more 
than fifty, and lie has the choice of just as 
many names too. lie’s a hard man to sat¬ 
isfy, if ho can’t suit himself amongst that lot. 
Now do you sabe?" 

“Yes, I guess so; you’re going to get dis¬ 
charges from the Blue Magpie’s man. But 
wont the police grab us for deserters when 
we go to ship?" 

“Not they; the Star of Peace—Star of tho 
Devil, more like—lias gone, and tlicro’s no 
spondulicks to be got by taking us now. 
Como on; let’s walk into town.” 

We walked in, Tom accosting tho first 
policeman he met with, “ I say, matoy, has 
that lovely emblem of tho millennium, the 
good ship Star of Peace, gone to the old 
Harry yet?” 

The officer looked keenly at us for a mo¬ 
ment, and then opened a little note-book 
which lie took from Ills pocket. 

“ O, don’t trouble yourself to study that 
description,” said Torn; “ we’re the chaps 
fast enough. But just tell us, lias the Star of 
Peace sailed ?” 

“ Mighty well ye know she has, mo fine 
feller, or yees wouldn’t show yer pooty face 
in Sydney by daylight. Ye’ve cliated us out 
o’ twenty-five pound by kcepin’ yourself 
snug, that ye have. The skipper with- 
drawed the reward for ye this mornin’.” 

“ Well, don’t you want us now ?” contin¬ 
ued Tom. 

“Want yees? And what would we want 
yees fur? But I expect I will want both o’ 
yees soon, to take yees to Woolloomooloo.” 
(The jail.) 


“Como on, Jake,” said Tom; “let’s sec 
how the Magpie looks.” 

“Ah, me fino feller, ’tis yourself knows the 
ropes around Sydney,” called the officer after 
Tom, as wo moved away; “ the devil a hard- 
up sailor comes here at all timt the Blue 
Magpie don’t pick his pocket of a month's 
advance; it’s well named, the tliafe!” 

Wo were cordially welcomed at tho Blue 
Magpie, and an hour later each of us laid 
become a new man; Tom Downs had turned 
into Benjamin Davis, and I found myself, 
Jake Stevens, to be one Henry McCarthy; 
and botli of us were regularly discharged 
seamen, and had “the papers” to show in 
proof of that fact. We spent a jolly week 
ashore, at tho end of which time we were 
pretty well accustomed to our new names, 
and botli shipped in the Strathallan Castle, 
bound to London—Mr. Benjamin Davis 
going as boatswain, and I, Mr. Ilcnry Mc¬ 
Carthy, as cabin boy; for I was only sixteen 
years of age. 

The ship was a good one; the discipline 
was rigid, but the officers were nice men, the 
work light enough not to bo irksome, and Hie 
food abundant and of fair quality; and in 
due time we arrived in London, and were 
paid off a few days afterwards, with fourteen 
pounds sterling between 11 s. 

I may as well here describe my mate, Tom 
Downs, alias Ben Davis, for of myself it Is 
enough to say that I had run away from my 
home in Salem, Mass., nearly two years 
before, had gone to sea, deserted my ship in 
India, joined another and been discharged 
in Melbourne, Australia, and at the time of 
which I am writing, was making my way 
homeward with all possible speed, about as 
sick of the sea and its ways as any youth of 
sixteen ever w.as after two years’ experience 
in being kicked about tho world. Tom 
Downs was a tall and extremely handsome 
man of twenty-eight, straight as an arrow 
and active as a cat, with dark eyes and hair, 
ami a welt-browned face, on which there was 
an expression of intelligence and manly hon¬ 
esty, joined to a gentleness ami kindness 
that would have been effeminate had it not 
been relieved by a hard look around his 
mouth—a look that seemed strangely out of 
place on a face whose prevailing characteris¬ 
tic, at the first glance appe red to be good¬ 
nature and a reckless love of fun. That lie 
was possessed of great strength, and as fear¬ 
less when roused ns lie was quiet when not 
molested, I had seen proof at our first meot- 
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ing, on which occasion ho had given two 
diggings bullies about the best beating they 
had ever received, I fancy, for jumping my 
claim; and after driving them off lie had 
taken me under ids care, as ids mate, and no 
elder brother could have been kinder than 
lie, nor any younger brother have felt a 
warmer Direction than I entertained for him. 

On our homeward passage in the Strathal- 
lan Castle, we laid many long yarns together, 
for in the fine weather I generally stopped on 
deck until midnight, when Tom had the first 
watch; and during our talks of homo he 
told me much of liis past life. He had been 
left an orphan ten years befure, with no one 
to lend him a helping hand In getting along 
in tiie world, and taking care of a half-sister 
(liis only surviving relative and the daughter 
of his father) who was ten years younger 
than himself Site was his idol; and no 
infatuated lover eyer praised the beauty and 
goodness of his charmer more warmly than 
did Tom the perfections of his sister Julia. 
One day he showed me her picture, and 
from that time forth I was never tired of 
hearing him talk of her, for a more lovely 
face could not bo imagined. Tom had got 
her a home, after their father's death (Julia’s 
mother had died some years before), with a 
kind old lady who had loved and cared for 
her as for her own child; and every spare 
dollar which he could scrimp from his hard 
earnings as a Gloucester fisherman, for four 
years, had gone to reimburse the old lady 
and provide for the girl. 

When tiie California fever sot In, in lftlS-0, 
Tom was carried around Cape Horn by it. 
He was lucky in California, “struck it 
heavy,” and sent home more money during 
his first year there than ho had ever earned 
before dining his whole life; and Miss Julia, 
by his directions, was furnished with compe¬ 
tent (or at least fashionable) masters to 
instruct her in all the useful or useless stud¬ 
ies and accomplishments Into which young 
ladies arc expected to dip. He showed me, 
with much pardonable pride, some of her 
letters, that I might admire the beautiful 
writing and correct grammar; and some of 
the old lady's, detailing Julia’s success as a 
student of tiie useful and ornamental, in 
which she praised the girl to Tom quite as 
extravagantly (as I at first considered it) as 
Toni did to me. 

Ill Australia Tom had also done well at 
first, and had twice sent homo considerable 
sums; but for the last year before I met him 


he did nothing worth mentioning, and had 
at last yielded to the urgent solicitations of 
liis sister and her kind old guardian, and 
had started for home, taking me along with 
him. He was even more anxious to reach 
Salem than I was; and two hours after our 
money was paid in for the passage from Syd¬ 
ney, we were whirling along over the rail¬ 
road towards Liverpool, to ship for either 
New York or Boston, ns luck might have it. 

The second day after our arrival in Liver¬ 
pool, we shipped in tiie A I clipper ship 
Dasliaway of New York, Captain Samuel 
Cross—“Ben Davis” as able seaman, and 
“ Harry McCarthy ” as cook’s mate—bound 
for New York “with despatch;” and next 
day we spread the ship’s white wings and 
started on our last passage on the way to 
America and home. 

The first hour at sea showed that we had 
at least one brute among our ollicers—tbe 
second mate. Ho was not a bad looking 
man, but lie had a cruel eye, which did not 
belie liis character; and long before the coast 
of England was out of sight, a half dozen of 
the crew had black eyes or bloody noses, and 
one had a cut three inches long on his head 
from a blow with a belaying-pin. The 
officers did not trouble me at all, and Ben 
Davis was too good a sailor, and too active 
and willing in doing his duty, for them to 
have any pretence for abusing him. Possi¬ 
bly the second mate did not like the ex¬ 
pression of his mouth; but if so, he got 
over it at last. 

One evening I had been talking with Ben 
for an hour, and he then for the first time 
told me that liis sister Julia, whom I was a 
good deal more than half in love with was 
married I This was hard news for me, and 
I felt as though Ben had done me some 
bitter personal injury in not telling me of it 
before; I soon broke up the yarn, and went 
to my hunk, pleading fatigue. What liap- 
pened after I left the deck I learned from 
the seamen, for neither “ Ben Davis ” nor 
“ Tom Downs ” ever gave me any account of 
the affair. 

The ship was carrying all plain sail, close- 
hauled to about as much wind as she wanted, 
and was reeling off ten knots. There was 
nothing to do; the captain was walking the 
poop, and the mate had just gone below, and 
the second mate, Payne, was leaning against 
the capstan abaft the mainmast. Presently 
Captain Cross left the poop, and spoke in 
an undertone to the second mate, who a 
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moment afterwards called out In a harsh 
angry voice: 

“ Here, you Ben Davis! Where the h—1 
are you skulkin’ to? Bring your infernal 
carcass along here, quick I” 

“Ay, ay sir, hero I am,” replied Ben, 
respectfully; “ but I have not been skulking, 
Mr. Payne.” 

“ What, you infernal hound 1 Give me any 
o' your back jaw, an’ I’ll smash your mug for 
ye! Look here, Mr. Bloody Davis, you've 
held your bend up a little too high in this 
packet. I’ll tako you down a peg! Why 
aint you on the lookout?” 

“ It’s not my look—” 

“ Shut up, you d—d thing I Didn’t I tell 
you to tako the lookout?” 

“No sir, you did not,” replied Ben, quietly 
but decidedly. 

“ What! I lie, do I ? Take that!” And a 
sounding slap from Payne’s open hand land¬ 
ed on Ben’s cheek. 

The next instant Payne wont into the leo 
scuppers as though he had been fired from a 
mortar. Ben had knocked him fairly off his 
feet. The second mate scrambled up, 
bruised and bleeding, and made a furious 
rush at his bold antagonist, only to go down 
again with greater forco than before; and a 
second later Ben himself was felled by a 
crashing blow in tho face from the heavy 
cabin water-pitcher, In tho hands of tho first 
mate. Once down ho received no mercy. 
The details I need not enlarge upon; but tho 
next morning, no one who had over known 
the handsome Tom Downs would have rec¬ 
ognized him in Ben Davis, whose gashed and 
seamed face would have been hideous to 
look upon even if the socket of his right eye 
had not been empty, as was actually tho 
case. Poor Ben had been “ taken down apeg.” 

I think now that tho attack upon Ben was 
made by tho captain’s order, as I believed 
then; but I do not believe it was intended 
that lie should he so terribly abused. But 
he was a strong, bold and active man, and 
the captain and his mates saw that words 
would not cow him, dice the fight had com¬ 
menced, and they were obliged to boat and 
kick him severely before they dared desist. 

Ouo thing is certain, there was no more 
brutality practised towards the crew during 
that passage. The captain himself dressed 
Ben’s wounds, and sympathized with him on 
the loss of his eye, protesting that ho would 
“ sooner have lost a thousand dollars than 
have had it happen.” 


“ O, that’s nothing, sir,” said Ben; “ I 
don’t care half so much about it as some 
other folks will. It don’t make much odds 
how an old sailor looks, anyway.” 

I was but a boy, but I recollect well tho 
plans of vengeanco which I considered at 
that time. I remember well, too, the first 
private conversation I had with my unfor¬ 
tunate mate after his beating. 

“Shall I burn her?” I asked. “Say the 
word, Ben, and by Heaven, I'll do it! There 
is a half barrel of varnish down in tl» fore 
peak among the coals, and I’ll stave that and 
put a candle to it; then let’s see ’em save 
her! Shall I do it?” 

“ What! Never let me hear you talk that 
way any more, Harry. What do you mean ? 
Would you sacrifice two hundred innocent 
persons for tho sake of being revenged on 
three guilty ones, and they the very ones 
most likely to escape? Don’t let me hear 
any moro of that stuff. I’ll manage my own 
affairs, matey, and I’m revenged already, if 
you only knew it. You will know it ono of 
these days.” 

Ben refused to stop below, notwithstand¬ 
ing his injuries, and Captain Cross was evi¬ 
dently much chagrined at the sympathy the 
sailor received from the passengers, though 
he would not exort his authority to have 
him kept out of their sight. That he really 
regretted Ben’s disfigureinont, I do not 
doubt. In tho Gulf Stream we had a sharp 
squall, thunder, lightning, rain, and lots of 
wind. Wo had more sail on tho ship than 
wo needed when tho breeze struck us; it was 
night, and very dark, and there was some 
confusion before wo got the ship stripped to 
it, by which time tho squall was over, and 
Captain Cross sung out: 

“Sheet homo tho main-to’-gallant sail, Mr. 
Payne, and run up the flyin’-jlb. Board tho 
main-tack as you come aft, and hoist the 
mizzen-topsail. Put the fore and mizzen-to’- 
ga’nt-sails on her, sir; Pm going below.” 

There was no answering, “Ay, ay sir,” 
and tho captain called out angrily: 

“Where's Mr. Payne?” 

No one knew. The crew wore all gath¬ 
ered in the waist, but tho second mate was 
not to be found. He never was found; and 
we supposed ho must have fallen overbonrd 
during the last of the squall, for his harsh 
voico had been heard plainly enough nearly 
all through it, cursing and giving orders. 
Two days later we wero alongside a pier in 
the East Fiver, New York harbor; and as 
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soon as the ship was moored, my mate and I 
went on shore, entered a low drinking 
saloon, called for keer, and sat down to talk 
matters over. 

“ Well, Tom,” sajd I, “ I guess we may as 
well take back our own^ames now, I don't 
like these ‘ purser’s ’ names. I’m always for¬ 
getting who I am. I’m going to be Jake 
Stevens all the rest of my life, you bet!” 

“All right, you can be,” replied my mate; 
“but I'm not done with ‘Ben Davis’ yet; 
don’t know when I shall be, either. When 
are you going to start for Saiem?” 

“This evening, when the Sound boat 
leaves. You’re going along too, aren’t you ? 
You and I needn’t part company till we 
reacli Lynn, at any rate.” 

“My sister don’t live in Lynn now; she’s 
moved avray since she got spliced,” said Ben. 

“Where does she live?” I asked. 

“Never mind just now; you’ll find out 
some time. Just you get away to your own 
good home as fast as you can scrabble, and 
don’t mind me nor mine. But, Jake, there’s 
one thing I want you to promise me, on 
your honor as a man and mate, and that is, 
that you’ll never mention Tom Downs’s 
name while you live, unless I give you per¬ 
mission. You can blow about Ben Davis as 
much as you like.” 

“What for? what do you want me to 
promise that for?” I asked, in surprise. 

“No matter what for, Jake—promise me; 
you owe me that much, Jake; we’ve been 
mates together.” 

“ I’d do more than that for you, Ben, and 
you havo my promise. Then you wont go 
home with me?” 

“No. And you’d better be off for the 
steamboat landing soon, for the boat starts at 
five or half past. I’m going on business of 
my own; good-by, Jake.” And with a hearty 
shaking of hands we parted. 

I found my way to North River, whence 
the Sound steamers started, and securing a 
through ticket for Boston, went on board 
the boat. I was listlessly watching the pas¬ 
sengers come on board, and wondering how 
long it would be before we started,'*wlien I 
was surprised at seeing Captain Cross step 
over the gangway plank and disappear in 
the saloon; soon after we were underway, 
and gliding through the water towards New¬ 
port. I walked to the bow, lighted my pipe, 
and sat down on a coil of rope to enjoy a 
comfortable smoke a3 I dwelt on the antici¬ 
pated delights of my reception at home; and 


I had half forgotten whore I was, when I was 
roused up by hearing a familiar voice 
exclaim: 

“ Halloo, Harry I what are you doing here ? 
Where aro you bound to?” 

It was Captain Cross. 

“Bound home, sir,” I answered; “but my 
name is not Harry—that’s only a purser’s 
name.” 

“WhewI that’s pretty good, too; a boy 
like you sailing under false colors. But what 
is your name, then ?” 

“Jacob Stevens, sir.” 

“ Stevens—Stevens—where do you belong ?” 

“ In Salem, Massachusetts, sir.” 

“Tlie d—1, you do!” exclaimed the cap¬ 
tain, evidently very much, if not very agree¬ 
ably surprised; “you aren’t one of Squire 
Stevens’s family, are you? Some of bis boys 
have run off and took to the salt water, I’ve 
heard.” 

“ Tltcre can’t have been a great many of 
them run off, sir,” said I, “because I’m the 
only son lie has got.” 

“Well, I’ll be hanged, if this isn’t rich! I 
know your father well. Why did you never 
let me know who you wore? And what 
were you doing witli that name—Harry Mc¬ 
Carthy—that you went under?” 

“ Well, sir, I didn’t know that you were 
acquainted with my father, so that's a'good 
reason why I didn't tell you who I was; and 
. that purser’s name I took in the British col¬ 
onies, where I had to have a discharge in 
order to get a ship. That name was on the 
discharge my boarding-master gave me, and 
I took it; but I’m Jacob Stevens now.” 

Captain Cross took a few short turns 
across the small open space at the bow, and 
then stopping ill front of me, held out his 
hand. 

“I wish I’d known this when you camo 
aboard,” ho said. “ I live in Salem myself, 
and know your family very well. Look here, 
Mr. Stevens, I hope you wont say anything 
about affairs on the ship, after you get home. 
You can’t have anything in common with 
old sailors, anyway; and that Davis deserved 
a good lesson, though I’m sorry to say he got 
it so hard. You wont mention anything to 
your father, my lad, will you ?” 

“Ben Davis did not deserve any lesson 
from you or any one else, in seamanship or 
manly honor, Captain Cross,” I said, angrily; 
“ a better seaman or a better man never trod 
a ship's deck, and you had no shadow of a 
cause for abusing him in the cruel cowardly 
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way ill wliioJi you did. lie was more than a 
brother to mo, and I hate you for your 
treatment of him; and trust me, if I can 
harm you any, I will." 

“Gently, gently, lad,” said the captain, 
soothingly; “I did not mean that ho should 
he injured; only taught to know his placo 
and pay proper respect to his superiors. Hut 
you can’t harm me, Mr. Stevens, and all I 
requested you to keep still for, was because 
your story about Davis, if you told it, would 
[rain my wife and friends. You wouldn’t ho 
so vindictive as to wish to trouble innocent 
persons, would you?” 

“ Wouldn’t X! Hook here, Captain Cross; 
you don’t want your wife annoyed with this 
story, do you? Hy Heaven I I’ll lake care 
that she does know it, and quick, too. ‘You 
are a kind-hearted soul—you are I How do 
you suppose I felt when I saw iny mate—the 
handsomest man that ever lived—smashed 
up till lie was a hideous scarecrow? I’ll tell 
you how I felt. If it hadn't been for Hen 
Davis, I’d have burned your ship under you 
in mid-ocean. I could liavo done it, ami 
wanted to. There was a cask of varnish 
down in the fore peak among the coals—just 
thc'thing—but Hen Davis wouldn’t let me do 
it. You may thank him, not mo.” And I 
went in out of the cold wind, leaving the cap¬ 
tain standing as if petrified with astonish¬ 
ment at the insolent speech of Ills late cook’s 
mate. I saw no more 'of him until I was at 
the depot in Boston, Slid managed to avoid 
him on the train that took us botli to 
Salem. 

My reception at home was all I could ask 
for, but it need not bo enlarged upon here. 
The first hour of private conversation I had 
with my father, I told him the whole story 
of my passage in the Dashaway, the brutal 
treatment of my mate, and my denunciation 
of Captain Cross on board the Sound steamer 
—everything except Ben Davis’s real name. 
My father was indignant at the wrong 
indicted upon Ben, but, after thinking the 
matter over, advised me to say nothing about 
it, as it would not injure the captain, if that 
was my aim, and his wife was a most 
estimable lady, and deserved no punishment 
from any one. I promised to keep quiet, but 
felt far from satisfied. 

1 had been at home about a week, when 
one Saturday morning my father called my 
attention at tho breakfast table, to a para¬ 
graph in tho Gazette, which was as follows; 


“Mubdeuous Assault by Riveii Thieves. 

—Mr.-, chief officer of ship Dashaway, 

now lying in East River, New York, was 
taken to tho hospital Friday morning, in a 
precarious situation, having been the victim 
of a most cowardly and murderous assault 
hy river thieves, who overpowered and gagged 
the watchman, cfiectim an entrance to the 
cabin and tho mate’s stateroom, hy picking 
the locks, and struck the sleeping officer a 
terrible blow in tho face with a heavy stone 
water-pitcher from the cabin table. Ilis 
face is terribly gashed, and will be horridly 
disfigured for life. His cries brought help, 
but loo late to capture the assassins, who 
pulled away in the darkness, several shots 
fired after them failing to take cfiect. They 
secured no plunder. Captain Cross of the 
Dashaway is a resident of this city, and says 
that the injured officer is one of the most 
efficient seamen and kindest-hearted gentle¬ 
men that he ever met with. We hope the 
scoundrelly assailants may be caught and 
rigidly dealt with.” 

“ I don’t hope anything of the kind,” I 
thought; hut I considered it prudent not to 
say so. I had my opinion as to who the 
river thief was who had attacked the mate, 
and so had my father, ns he afterwards 
acknowledged; but neither of us mentioned 
his suspicions. 

That evening, as I was leaving the railroad 
depot, where I had been to amuse myself by 
seeing who got into or out of the train, a 
mail accosted me, asking if I was Mr. Jacob 
Slovens; and receiving an affirmative answer, 
ho put a small package into my hands, and 
1 left. By the light of a gas lamp I saw that it 
was addressed to me in Ben’s handwriting; 
and hurrying home, I broke open the pack¬ 
age, which contained two letters, one ad¬ 
dressed, “ Jake Stevens, Esq.,” and tho other, 
“Mrs. Julia Cross, per favor Mr. Jacob 
Stevens.” There was also a largo-sized pho¬ 
tograph of Ben Davis, one he had had taken 
in London, before we left for Liverpool to 
ship for home; it was carefully rolled around 
a cloth-covered stick, and addressed, “ Mrs. 
Captain Cross, Salem.” Breaking open tho 
letter bearing my address, I read as follows: 

“ Smoking Cah, Easteun Railroad. 

“Fiiiend Jake,— In the bundle with this 
yon will find a note and a picture of me (as 
1 used tfi look) addressed to my sister Julia, 
the wife of Captain Cross. I at first intended 
to send them to her direct, but think it would 
be better to have you carry them, if you wilt 
trouble yourself to do me that kindness. But 
don’t carry them yet. I would like to see 
you privately first, and if you will meet mo 
and give mo an hour of your time, I will 
thank you. I will bo at the end of the tun¬ 
nel next the depot, leaning against the rail, 
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from eight to nine o’clock this evening, wait¬ 
ing lor you. If you cannot come, please send 

a note to me at-'s boarding-house, and 

oblige your old mate, Ben Davis." 

It wanted but a few minutes to eight, and 
locking up tlie letters and photograph in tny 
desk, I hurried away to meet my friend. I 
readied the designated spot, but he was not 
there; and I was looking for a seat where I 
could watch in comfort for Ids approach, 
when I felt my baud grasped with a warm 
pressure and heard Ben’s voice exclaiming: 

“I know you’d conic, Jake; God bless you, 
my boy—how are you ?” 

As soon as the first greetings were over, 
Ben invited me to his boarding-house, where 
we could have a quiet talk; but I took him 
to my home instead, and conducted him to 
my own private room, where we lighted our 
pipes, and prepared to discuss matters at our 
leisure. 

“ Now, Ben,” said I, “ what are yon going 
to do? If you intend to enter suit against 
old Cross, I will undertake to get my father 
to conduct your case; and I can get money 
enough to let you have all you will want.” 

“Enter suit!" exclaimed Ben, in derision; 
“a sailor sue a captain, expecting to get 
justice! Bali! Jake, my boy,Captain Cross 
broke no law when he and his tools nearly 
murdered me, and would have broken none 
had they quite done it—as our laws are ex¬ 
pounded by the courts. True, a captain or 
oilicer can only give legal and necessary 
orders, and can only use proper means for 
enforcing those orders; but then it is only 
the captain or mate—the men who give the 
orders—who are to judge as to whether they 
are proper ones or not, and what are proper 
menus of enforcing them. I’m not such a 
fool as to think a sailor can get justice in an 
American court; for it is notorious that jus¬ 
tice for sailors don't live in any such places." 

“Well, what do you intend to do? i’ll 
help you in anything—I don’t care what it 
is! But have you heard about the mate 
getting his face smashed with a water-pitcher 
on board the ship, in New York?” I asked, 
looking Ben straight in the eye as I spoke. 

11 Yes, I heard of it,” said Ben, glancing at 
me ill return without flinching, and with an 
air of the most innocent unconsciousness; 
“ he and the second mate are both oiT my 
list; queer, wasn’t it, that they should both 
meet with misfortunes so soon after pound¬ 
ing me? They were two curs—rank cow¬ 
ardly curs, anyway.” 


“ ’Twas very queer, indeed, Ben. But now 
about these letters; do you want me to 
carry them now? Captain Cross lives just 
up the street here, and I can deliver these 
mid be back again in a few minutes.” 

“ Hold on a bit. I told you in that note 
that Mrs. Cross and my sister Julia are the 
same person, I knew that Cross was my 
brother-in-law when we shipped with him, 
but I didn’t choose to tell him that. Now, 
since I left the Daslinway, I have had several 
letters from Julia, in answer to ones I wrote 
her over my own signature, in which she 
goes into ecstasies over my return, and tells 
how happy she is with her husband, and 
how much he loves her. I also got one letter 
from Captain Cross himself, in which ho 
urges me to come to Salem, and says that if 
I am determined to follow the sea, that ho 
should be delighted to give the berth of first 
or second mate to the beloved brother of his 
darling Julia! He gave Ids darling Julia's 
brother a pretty face, didn’t he ? Well, now, 
what I want you to do is, to give tills letter 
and photograph to my sister without letting 
her husband know it at the time; toll her 
that I’m stove up so as to be sickening to 
look at, and appoint a meeting for me when 
I call have a talk with Julia alone—I don’t 
want to see Cross until I have talked with 
Julia. Come to think of it, you’d better not 
leave that picture; you can show it toiler 
and then bring it away, for Cross would 
know in a minute that it was I, if ho 
should see it Go ahead now, matey, and 
see if Cross is at home; if he is, don’t let on 
about anything. You can find out easily 
enough if he is away, and then give Julia the 
documents. Don't bo gone long, mate, for 
Heaven’s sake." 

Hurrying down stairs I met my father, 
and learned incidentally that lie and Captain 
Cross were just going to Beverly on some 
business afiair; the very tiling I wauled to 
know. In a few minutes the captain drove 
up, and having taken my father into his car¬ 
riage drove away, and hastening to the cap¬ 
tain’s residence, I sent in my card, witli a 
request for a few moments' private interview 
with Ids lady. I was at once shown into a 
largo and richly furnished parlor, where I 
was almost Immediately joined by Mrs. Cross, 
who was certainly the most beautiful woman 
I have ever seen, and fully justified her broth¬ 
er's euloglums. Advancing gracefully, sho 
questioned: 

“ Mr. Stevens, I believe?” 
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1 bowed nn affirmative, and said: 

“ I think I have the honor of addressing 
tlio lady who was Miss Julia Downs, the 
sister of my old shipmate and friend Tom 
Downs?” 

“ O, do you know him ?” said sho, eagerly, 
grasping my hand warmly. “ Whero is he ? 
Is ho well? Isn’t he hero? tell metlinthe 
is hero I Mother 1 mother 1” sho called, in a 
louder tone; “here’s a gentleman who Is 
acquainted with Tom; come in, come in.” 
And darting out of tho room, she soon re¬ 
turned with a handsome old lady, whom I 
rightly conjectured to he the one who had 
watched over her for so many years after her 
parents had died. The delight of the lfappy 
pair at tho prospect of Tom’s return spoke 
volumes for tho character of tho man who 
could awaken such affection, and innumer¬ 
able were tho questions I had to answer 
regarding him. I found it hard work to 
keep from betraying Tom’s secret accident¬ 
ally, and at longth gavo Mrs. Cross the letter 
aud picture, in self-defence. The sight of 
the well-known features of the loved one 
was too much for Mrs. Julia’s propriety, and 
throwing her arms around my neck sho gavo 
me a delighted (and dolightful) kiss. 

“ Wliy, Julia, my child,” said the old lady, 
laughing, “ what will Mr. Stevens think of 
you ?” 

“I couldn't help it, mother," said Mrs. 
Cross, blushing; “ that was for Tom. Mr. 
StevenB will pardon me, I’m sure.” 

“Pardon you! O yes, certainly,” said I; 
“and really, Mis. Cross, I am inclined to 
think that Tom would like another one.” 

Tom didn’t got another one, however, but 
the little breach of Mrs. Grundy’s rules put 
us on a footing of familiar acquaintance at 
once; and I was soon satisfied that Julia 
was happy in being tho idol of her husband. 
Everything which a liberal outlay of money 
and a refined tasto could procure was fur¬ 
nished, and the aged friend of her childhood 
had a comfortablo homo under Captain 
Cross’s roof. 

After spending something like an hour in 
the society of tho two ladies, I took my 
leave, promising to return . with Tom as 
soon as possible; but I had warned them 
that ho was greatly cliangod in personal 
appearance, being no longer a pleasing ob¬ 
ject to look upon. I told thorn a lie—that nn 
accident had scarred his face and destroyed 
his good looks—for I couldn’t havo told them 
the truth, evon had I not boon provontod by 


my promise to Tom. The picture I loft with 
Mrs. Cross, as I expected to be back again 
with Tom beforts her husband arrived home. 

I rejoined my old mate, and found him a 
trifle impatient at my long absence. 

“Well,you havo got back, Jako, haven’t 
you?” he began; “you must have run a 
great risk of breaking your neck, in hurrying 
so!” 

“ There, there, Tom, don’t growl; I was as 
quick as I could be, mate, for tbe ladies had 
so many questions to ask that I couldn’t get 
away sooner. And I left tho picture with 
your sister, and promised to bring you right 

up to seo ’em—the old lady, Mrs. I,-, lives 

with Mrs. Cross—and they’re waiting for you 
now. Como on, Tom, don’t look so savage; 
old Cross is away, and you needn't seo him 
at all, if you don’t want to. Como on.” 

“ Well,” said Tom, after a moment’s hesi¬ 
tation, “ I suppose I may as well go; I want 
to see Julia myself—seo how she appeals, 
and whether her husband treats her well- 
before I pay my respects to old Cross; and I 
don’t know as I shall get n better chance 
than tills one. How does she seem, Jako ? 
happy? And did you let her know that 1 
look like an old battered figure-head now?” 

“Yes,” said I, “sho seems very happily 
situated, and I havo warned her that you are 
all stove to pieces—told her it was an acci¬ 
dent. Come away, now.” And we proceed¬ 
ed to tho residence of his sister. 

I did not wisli to enter, but Tom insisted 
that I should do so, and I followed him as a 
servant showed him to the parlor. As he 
entered the room his sister was standing up, 
with a look of tho most eager delight on her 
face, to welcome the loving and self-sacrific¬ 
ing brother who had been all the World to 
her for so many years; but the change which 
came over her features when sire saw what a 
repulsive object the once handsome Tom 
Downs had been made, was painful. Throw¬ 
ing her arms around his n»ck she imprinted 
one kiss upon his lips; then hiding her face 
on his shoulder she burst into a violent fit of 
weeping, in which sho was joined by tho 
aged Mrs. I.-. 

“Tlicro, tlicro, Julia,” said Tom, sooth¬ 
ingly, “ don’t cry for spilt milk. I nint. very 
good looking, I know, but it can’t be helped 
now. I’m done with tho sea, girl—that’s 
one tiling you'll like to hoar, I know. Stop 
crying now, Julia, and tell mo about yourself, 
What kind of a chap havo you got for a 
husband?” 
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Seating his sister and himself on a sofa, ho 
calmed her by making light of his own mis¬ 
fortune, and inducing her to talk of her hus¬ 
band and her own affairs j but at every look 
at his disfigured features she would go off 
into another flood of tears. 

Of her husband, Captain Cross, she could 
not speak in terms of sufficient praise. It 
was evident that she loved him—idolized 
him; and that ho returned her affection with 
interest. I could seo that his sister’s evident 
happiness in her marriage relations made 
Tom uneasy; and I judged (rightly, as I soon 
discovered) that ho felt how cruel it would be 
to wreck that happiness for tho purpose of 
being revenged on her husband. Tom told 
her how his face had been injured, carefully 
concealing her husband’s siiaro in the tran¬ 
saction. Her eyes fairly blazed witli indigna¬ 
tion as she listened to tho story; and when 
he had finished siio broke out in denuncia¬ 
tion so bitter that the old lady, who was 
scarcely less moved than was Julia, gently 
reproved her for expressing such unchristian 
sentiments. 

The interview had lasted for an hour or 
more, when Tom suddenly asked: 

“ Jake, what time will your father return ?” 

“He’ll be back soon, I expect,” sahl I. 

“ Well, Julia, I must leave now,” contin¬ 
ued Tom; “ I iiavo some business to transact 
before I go to bed.” 

“ 0 Tom, don’t go away,” said Mrs. Cross. 
“Dostay with us to-night Captain Cross 
will be so delighted to meet you I He lias 
heard us talk of you so much that he says 
you seem like some dear old friend I Can’t 
you slay a little longer?” 

“Can’t possibly, Julia,” said Tom; and 
coming close to me and speaking in an un¬ 
dertone, lie said, “ Jake, steal that picture of 
me off the centre-table, and let's be off out o’ 
this. It’s no use; I can’t destroy Julia’s peace 
for tlie sake of punishing Cross. I’ll go 
away and keep away; but I must have that 
picture, or the'whole tiling will leak out. 
Old Cro-s would know in a minute, ns soon 
as lie saw it, that ills wife’s brother was tho 
man lie had beaten nearly to-death. Will 
you steal it?” 

“ Yes,” said I; and in a few moments I 
signalled to him that the picture was safe in 
my pocket. 

Tlie last good-nights were said, and wo 
were leaving tho apartment, when Captain 
Cross himself stepped over the threshold. 
His look as ho recognized his visitors was one 


of indignation and rage; and stepping up to 
me, he exclaimed, “So yon have carried out 
your threat, you young demon, have you? ’ 

“Hold on there, Captain Cross,” said 
Tom; “ I don’t know what threat you mean, 
that Jake Stevens may have made, but I 
came hero on my own account. I'm going 
now, and the best thing you can do is to stand 
clear, and say nothing. Out of my way, will 
you?” And he moved towards the door, his 
eye showing that tho sight of the man who 
had wronged him had aroused all tho evil in 
his nature. 

“Wait, Mr. Ben Davis; you don’t go from 
hero till I know more of your errand,” said 
Captain Cross, barring his passage out; 
“ Julia, my lovo, what have these scoundrels 
been saying to you? You have been crying I 
Tell me what they have said; by Heaven, 
they shall answer for every word I" 

“Ben Davis!” exclaimed Julia, wondef- 
ingly, looking from one to the other of the 
two men who confronted each other so defi¬ 
antly; “do you know each other? This is 
not Ben Davis, Chnrles, this is my brother 
Tom, who was always so good and hand¬ 
some; but some cruel wretch has injured 
him—” And she broke down once more In 
tears. 

“Your brother, Julia! Good Heaven 1 
what do you mean ?” exclaimed the bewil¬ 
dered captain. 

• “Yes, her brother!” said Tom, with a 
sneer; “your darling brother-in-law, Captain 
Cross—the only brother of your idol, your 
wife. Don’t you admire my beautiful face?” 

Mrs. Cross, who had at first seemed terri¬ 
fied at the attltudo of her husband and 
brother, and astonished at tlieir evident 
antagonism and previous acquaintance, sud¬ 
denly stepped up to Tom, and placing her 
hand on his shoulder, demanded: 

“ Thomas, what does all this mean ? Tell 
me; I must know now.” 

“It means, Julia,” answered Tom, sav¬ 
agely, pointing to her husband, “that there 
stands the man who had my face smashed 
out of all semblance of humanity, for no 
reason but to show off his power and author¬ 
ity—for if he says I ever neglected my duty 
as a seaman, ho lies/ I didn’t mean to let 
you know this—that the man you love is hut 
an inhuman devil—but I was too lato in 
starting to leave, and now I may as well have 
my say out. Jake, put that picturo back on 
the table; Julia may want it, and I don’t. 
Now listen to me, Captain Cross; your life iB 
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mine—mind tliat—you have forfeited it to 
me. But I shan't take it while my sister 
lives, for she loves you; but have a care bow 
you treat her in the future—use her as you 
have in the past, I advise you. Your mates 
—I’m not the only man in the world who has 
mu*, with misfortune, for your two mates 
have had a streak of bad luck, too; I don’t 
care anything about them, though. But I 
shall follow after you like a brother. I’ll look 
out for your welfare, believe me. Good-by, 
Julia, I’m going. I don’t want to hold any 
further intercourse with you. I can’t do it 
while that man, your husband, lives. I shall 
never recognize you or him again. Farewell, 
my dear brother Charles—I told you once 
that others would care more about my 
smashed face than I did! Good-by, Julia.” 
And snatching a last kiss from the sister ho 
loved and had so long cared-for, ho disap¬ 
peared, leaving the remaining persons of the 
company lialf-paralyzed with astonishment. 

Mrs. Cross listened to the rapid footsteps 
of her brother as he passed through the hall, 
and when the street door closed behind him 
with a bang, she crouched down on the sofa, 
hid her face and wept. Her husband 
seemed overwhelmed with the result of his 
“ exhibition of legal authority ” on board tho 
Dashaway, but approaching his wife, he en¬ 
deavored to soothe her distress. She made 
no other recognition of his efforts than to 
crouch closer to tho sofa, and shudderingly 
motion him away with her hand; and feel¬ 
ing terribly uncomfortable and out of place, 
I quietly left the room and the house, with¬ 
out the useless formality of leave, taking. 


I saw no more of Tom Downs that night, 
nor for many months afterwards. Mrs. Cross 
was so ill for weeks after his visit that her 
life was despaired of, and her raving denun¬ 
ciations of tlie men who had wronged her 
brother were a terrible punishment to tho 
husband, who tended her as only a loving 
husband could do until she recovered. 

I lost sight of Tom for moro than a year, 
and then he called on me one evening, and 
received a number of letters which Captain 
Cross and his wifo had entrusted to my care 
for delivery; but ho refused to answer them, 
and even made mo promise that I would 
conceal his visit from his sister. I kept the 
letter of my promise, but violated its spirit 
by acquainting Mrs..Cross with the fact that 
Tom had received the letters—and was there- 
after a regular postman (one way only) be¬ 
tween the parties, for two years only. One 
evening, at tho end of that time, I received a 
telegram fi'om Boston, urging my immediate 
presence at the Massachusetts General Hos¬ 
pital, to see a dying inan; I of course went, 
and arrived in time to cheer poor Toni’s last 
hours. Beforo morning ho was gone, a vic¬ 
tim to drunkenness and a reckless life. IIo 
was buried at Salem, and I fully believe that 
Charles Cross was as sincere a mourner of 
his fate, as was either his sister or myself. 
Of the captain, I can say that Ben Davis was 
the last man who was ever “smashed” on 
board ills ship, for until he retired from the 
sea, ho was noted for treating his sailors 
kindly, and frequently kept his crew for sev¬ 
eral voyages in succession. That one bitter 
lesson was well learned. 
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A BOX OF BON-BONS. 

BY EMZA.BETII BIOELOTV. 


There never was a more tempting sight 
than that shop-wimlow. There were mimic 
castles, all of sugar, glittering like frost in 
the bright gaslight, jars of candied fruit, and 
loaves of frosted bride-cake decorated with 
sugar (lowers, one or two of the loaves cut to 
show the richness of their hearts, tumblers of 
jelly as yellow as sunlight, great clusters of 
purple and white grapes witli a frosty bloom 
on them, a dish of bouncing yellow oranges, 
and another of apples ,js red as a country 
girl's cheeks, and looking as if they would 
have burst their plump sides open if they had 
tried to grow any bigger, and around and 
amidst everything, arranged in the most at¬ 
tractive way, though in seeming confusion, 
new bon-bons of every kind. Bon-bons in 
jars, and bon-bons in boxes, chocolate bon¬ 
bons and cream bon-bons, cordial drops and 
Jelly drops, sugared almonds and barlcykisscs. 
And the boxes (fascinating affairs in them¬ 
selves, with lovely landscapes painted on the 
outside, gilt borders and ribbon bows), were 
filled with a ravishing mixture of all these. 

Dick stopped and looked in at the window 
witli greedy eyes. He had had his first day’s 
experience as a newsboy, and it had been a 
very discouraging one. The older newsboys 
jostled and pushed him out of the way, and 
screamed their wares so lustily that they 
completely drowned his weak, piping little 
voice. So lit the whole day ho had only sold 
three papers. If he had moderately good 


success, Dick had determined to buy a little 
candy that night. It was so long since he 
and Lena had had a taste of candy! For his 
mother was very poor; she had to support 
them by sewing, and as she was very often ill 
that was hard to do. If it had not been she 
would not have let Dick, so young as he was, 
go into liio streets to sell newspapers. Dick 
had been wondering, for a week beforehand, 
if it would be very extravagant for him to 
spend five cents for candy, provided he should 
make twelve cents on this, his first day’s 
trade. This morning ho had been so hopeful 
that he had even decided exactly what he 
should buy; one stick of barley candy, and 
an ounce of chocolate cream drops; Lena 
liked chocolate cream drops, and Johnny 
Kiley had told him where they could be 
bought for four cedts an ounce. But that did 
not matter to him now; he couldn’t buy any, 
and his heart ached so with disappointment 
that it was all ho could do to keep the tears 
out of his eyes. And it was Thanksgiving 
night too! The store w?s crowded with 
people, and they all acted as if they had so 
much money that they didn’t know what to 
do with iti 

“Aint you gone homo yet, Dick Habited?” 
called out Johnny BUcy, pausing a moment 
in his screaming as he went by with a great 
bundle of papers under his arm. “You 
might as well; business is awful poor for 
Thanksgiving night.” 
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A gentleman, who was just going into the 
store, turned around and looked at Dick as 
Johnny Iiiiey spoke. “ Is your name Dick 
Ilalsted ?” lie asked, in a surprised tone. 

“ Yes sir,” answered Dick, surprised also. 
« My real name is Bichard, but they call mo 
Dick.” 

“ Well, wait hero a moment, will you, my 
hoy? I want to speak to you,” the gentle¬ 
man said. And then he went into the store, 
followed by a boy who was with him and 
who seemed to be an errand boy. 

Dick saw him buy a great box of bon-bons; 
one of those that were closed so that the 
beautiful picture on their covers could bo 
seen. And then ho came out to the door. 

“ You are to carry it to No. 35-street, to 

Miss Lillie Douglas—stay, I’ll write the name 
on the wrapper,” he said, to the errand boy. 
“You may ring the bell and leave it on the 
steps. I don’t want them to see you, because 
I don’t want them to know who sends it.” 
Then be went back into the store to finish 
his purchases, and the errand boy went up 
the street with the box. 

A temptation assailed Dick, sudden, sharp 
and conquering. lie ran after tho boy, 
swiftly but slyly, dodging behind people, and 
now and then into a store door or an alley 
way, so that the boy need not, by any chance, 
see that ho was following him. When they 
passed oil' the crowded thoroughfares into 
the more quiet streets where tho private 
residences were ho had to be more careful 
still. Ilis heart beat so that he kept fancy¬ 
ing tho boy must hear it; but he was evi¬ 
dently in a hurry to get home to his Thanks¬ 
giving supper, and had no thought but to get 
the box safely delivered. 

lie ran up tho steps of an elegant house, 
on one of the finest streets, set the box down 
carefully, jerked the bell furiously, and was 
off down tho street like a deer. 

Swiftly and noiselessly Dick stole up the 
steps, with his heart heating like a drum in 
his ears, caught the box, and was far down 
tho street with it in his hands before tho 
door opened. 

lie felt as if all the policemen in tho city 
were in pursuit of him, and as if every distant 
sound he heard were a cry of “ thief! thief!” 
Hut, gradually, as nothing happened to him 
and nobody seemed to notice him, he grew 
bolder. 

He began to have a desire to see the con¬ 
tents of the box, and stopped under a lamp- 
post in a retired street where thero were few 


passers-by, took off tho wrapper and opened 
the box. 

Such a tempting array as there was in itl 
enough to make one’s mouth water to see. 
Dick put his fingers in to take out a great 
delicious-looking cream drop, when whisk! 
out flew tho bon-bons in every direction, into 
his face and all over the sidewalk, and out 
popped the queerest, tho most dreadful- 
looking figure 1 A little old man, with a 
bushy white beard, and sharp black eyes 
glittering under his cocked hat. It would 
have given anybody a start, but it threw 
Dick, with his guilty conscience, into a panic 
of terror; he dropped the box and ran as fast 
as bis trembling limbs would carry bim, 

Only a few squares, however; and then his 
senses, which had been almost entirely cav¬ 
iled away by fright, began to come back to 
him. Ho remembered that ho had once, a 
long time before, when his father was alive 
and they were not so poor, seen in a toyshop 
a box out of which a mouse would jump 
when the lid was raised; and, of course, this 
was one of the same kind, only the figure of 
the little man was covered with bon-bons to 
make his appearance still more unexpected 
and startling. And iu the indistinct light, 
and with his guilt making a coward of him, 
it had been startling enough to poor Dick, 

“ Wliat a goose I was!” ho said, to himself. 
“I wish I had never touched the box. But 
then,” suggested his greedy little “ sweet 
tooth,” “ I may as well go hack and pick up 
tho candy I” 

Nobody was passing; tho street for its 
whole length was almost entirely deserted. 
IIo went back to tho spot where he had 
dropped tho box and began to cram the scat¬ 
tered bon-bons into his pocket. 

IIo was so eager to find them all that he 
forgot his fears; and did not hear the sound 
of coining footsteps until a' hand was laid 
upon ids shoulder. Then ho looked up with 
a cry of fright, and there was tho gentleman 
who had bought tho box standing beside him! 

“ 0, don’t tell my motlicrl” cried Dick, 
trembling and sobbing. “ Take mo to jail, 
or anywhere, only don’t tell my mother! It 
would kill her to know itl" 

“Tell your mother wliat, my hoy?” said 
tho gentleman; and then seeing the bon-bon 
box ho seemed to understand the whole. 

“ You heard me tell tho boy to leave tho 
box on tho steps, and you followed him and 
took it; was that it?” ho said, severely. 

Dick only hung his head and was silent. 
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“It can’t be, tbcn,” the gentleman said, 
musingly. “Dick Ilalstcd’s sou wouldn’t 
have been a thief!” 

“laintarcnl thief,” said Dick, humbly and 
chokingly. “I never stole anything in my 
life before I” 

“Was your father's name Richard Ilal- 
sled?” asked the gentleman. 

“Yes sir,” answered Dick, hesitatingly, 
lie felt almost as if ho would rather the gen¬ 
tleman would hand him over to a policeman, 
at once, than talk to him about his father 
and mother. It made him feel so badly to 
think of them now! 

“ Well, I am going homo with you to see 
yonr mother,” said the gentleman. 

Then Dick was in despair. It would be too 
dreadful to have his mother know that her 
little boy was a thief. lie bogged and prayed 
the gentleman not to tell her, ami ho at last 
promised that ho would not, on condition 
that Dick should promiso never again, ns 
long as ho lived, to tako what was not his 


own. That promiso Dick was ready enough 
to give. 

And the gentleman went home with him, 
and it turned out that he was an old friend 
of Dick’s father, and had tried often, unsuc¬ 
cessfully, to find his family, since ho had 
heard of his death. 

O, how Dick wished that ho had resisted 
that dreadful temptation and waited at the 
store door, as the gentleman had asked him 
to do, and then lie would not have felt 
ashamed to look him in his face, as he did now! 

Tlie gentleman was rich and generous, and 
bettor days dawned for them. Dick and 
Lena were sent to school, and after a while— 
not until ho had fully proved his honesty, 
for people are always suspicious of one who 
has once yielded to temptation, you know— 
the gentleman took Dick into his counting- 
room. And I am happy to tell you that his 
trust was not misplaced. Dick had learned a 
lesson from the box of bon-bons; that was his 
last as well as his first theft. 
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IJV ELEVEN 
CHAPTER nj.—[ continued.] 

HE evening at last came to an end. 
She had no opportunity of speaking 
privately to Harry (the whist only 
broke np after the ladies had left the room); 
but, as I handed her a candle, she whis¬ 
pered : 

“ Will yon talk to him, Mr. Luttrell? He 
is so intemperate, I dread what he may say 
or do nest. Tell him how miserable he has 
made me this evening, will you ?” 

The sqnire, it was evident, had not got over 
Harry’s last speech. I was not surprised to 
hear him tell his nephew that he wished to 
speak to him in Mr. Walbrooke’s dressing- 
room. 

“ Come to me afterwards, Harry,” I said. 

' And three-quarters of an hour later he 
entered my room. I saw that something 
was seriously amiss. He was very pale; and 
his.mouth had a hard-clenched look, which I 
had rarely seen it wear. He said nothing, 
but took out his pipe and lit it. I waited for 
him to begin, but in vain. At last I broke 
the ground with, “ Well, Harry, what passed 
between you and your uncle ? He has been 
blowing you up, for behaving as-you did to¬ 
night, I suppose? And really, I must say, 
your conduct—•” 

“How, dear old boy, don’t you begin, for I 
can’t stand it. I’m ‘down enough in the 
mouth as it is. Confound my tongue 1 I 
believe it would have been all square if I 
hadn’t spoken.” 

“ Why, what did you say ? What has hap¬ 
pened ?” 

“ I’ve had a row—and the long and short 
of it is, I’m off to-morrow morning.” 

“Off to-morrow! Whereto? I thought 
the Oxford term didn’t begin for another 
ten days?” 

“It does not; but I’m to go to my aunt, 
Lady Horton’s. Iffy unde says that as I 
choose to insnlt old Bidgway, who is to be 
here a week more, I must go.” 

I was amazed. I knew that Hr. Wal¬ 
brooke’s obstinacy was capable of making 
him sacrifice mnch to the furtherance of any 
scheme he had taken up; but I had never 


CHAPTEB 8. 

conceived it possible that it would carry him 
the length of turning Harry out of doors. I 
had not taken into account that two ends 
were to be gained by so doing. After a 
pause, Harry went on, as he drew a long puff 
at his pipe, and stared gloomily at the fire. 

“ But that isn't all—that isn’t the worst, 
Geoff” 

“ What do you mean? I wish you would 
tell me distinctly what passed from the be¬ 
ginning, instead of letting it out in driblets.” 

“ Well, then, this is how it was. He began 
by saying that my manner had been most 
offensive to Bidgway ever since he came into 
the house—that he was a friend of'bis, and 
a most.distinguished man; and as he hoped 
to see him very often here, I was to under¬ 
stand that he insisted on his guest being 
treated with proper respect. I' replied that 
I couldn't respect a.fellow like that; but 1 
owned 1 had been wrong'in' saying what I 
had, and promised not to repeat the offence. 
Then -ray uncle went bn tq say that the way 
in which I tried to monopolize Assnnta’s 
society had given rise to' remarks; and he 
could toIerate .it no longer. It was all very 
well when I yras a bby-Hhis hanging about 
her—but now, if continued, it would'occa¬ 
sion all sort3 of slanderous surmises, • and 
would do her a great injury. Fancy' that, 
Geoff! I think I could have restrained my 
tongue, if he hadn’t said that I had vowed 
to myself that her name shouldn’t pass my 
lips; but when Iheard those words the blood 
rushed to my brain—and I didn’t know what 
I was doing—I was mad for the minute, or 
I shouldn’t have said what I did. I told 
him the world would soon know the truth; 
I loved her better than anything on earth, 
and only waited to be of age to ask her to 
share whatever I had. ‘And'that is simply 
nothing; said my uncle. ‘ Of course,’ I re¬ 
plied, ‘ I am aware that if you refuse to let 
ns marry, we must wait—and we will wait’ 
He grew very red, and walked up and down 
the room. ‘You will wait?* he repeated. 
‘What for, pray? For my death, to inherit 
this property? Don’t make .so sore of that; 
I have hitherto treated you as my heir, but 
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I need not leave yon one farthing, if I do 
not choose; and I certainly should not do 
bo, if I thought it was likely you would mar¬ 
ry in direct opposition to my wishes.’ I asked 
him what fault he could find in Assunta? 

‘ Haven’t I heard you say constantly you 
didn’t know another girl to compare with 
her?’ ‘ That’s very true,’ he said, ‘ and I 
have the greatest regard for Miss Fleming, 
but I don’t choose my heir to marry a found¬ 
ling; and I should cut you off if you did so.’ 
‘Then you may beep your confounded 
money,’ I cried; ‘ for I’d sooner never touch 
a farthing of it than give her up? I know 
what she and you will say, Geoff. I was a 
fool, and I knew it as soon as the words 
were out of my mouth; hut-I couldn’t help 
it.. My uncle turned coldly away, and for a 
few minutes he remained silent. At last he 
said, ‘ You are a very foolish boy, and un¬ 
grateful, too, after all I have done for you. 
However, I am not going to quarrel with you 
for a few hasty‘words; only, I think, after 
the way in which you have chosen to con¬ 
duct yourself towards my guest, aud now 
towards me, your remaining here just at 
present is undesirable. Lord Horton lias 
often asked you to go there when you like. 
You had better go to-morrow, for the few 
days before you have to he at Oxford.’ I felt 
stunned, Geoff. Turned out of the house! 
having to leave Assunta in this way! I 
couldn’t speak for a hit. My blood was cool 
by this time, and I saw what I had done. 
There was nothing for it but to beg my un¬ 
cle to forgive me, and not to send me away. 
I told him, what was very true, that I Was 
ashamed of having spoken to him as I had 
done; that I was not ungrateful—that I 
loved him for all his kindness to me ever 
since I was a child, and nqt for the sake of 
his money; but that, unfortunately, I hadn’t 
always command over my tongue, aud said 
things, when irritated, which I deeply re¬ 
gretted after. But I promised faithfully that 
this should not occur again, either as re¬ 
garded Bidgway or himself, if he would not 
send me away. But he was inexorable. He 
kept repeating, with that quiet obstinacy of 
fiis, that he thought it much better that I 
Should go—and, in short, go I must, Geoff!” 

“lam very sorry, dear old feUow, bat, 
after all, it might be' worse. Though your 
uncle is obstinate, he has behaved with great 
forbearance, in treating your speech as an 
ebullition of boyish folly. But do take the 
lesson to heart. You aggrieved Assunta be¬ 


yond measure to-night. You are proud of 
your physical prowess, Harry, hut what is a 
man worth who has no self-control?” 

“ Nothing! I know it,” he sighed. “But 
somehow or other that feUow Bidgway acts 
upon me as red rag does on a bull—his white 
hands, and his confounded civility! And 
how, you see, Geoff, the brute is making up 
to Assunta! Suppose”—lie stopped and 
knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and looked 
at me straight in the face—■“ suppose, when 
P at gone, that the fellow’s cleverness gets 
round her? Suppose she draws comparisons 
between us ?” 

“ You need fear no comparisons,” said L 
And the pang that shot through me was au¬ 
dible in a sigh. “Nothing can ever displace 
you in Assunta’s heart Your only anxiety 
now, Harry, should he to cause her no pain, 
to make yourself more worthy of her. - Pa¬ 
tience and courage, and all will come right. 
Only remember, the last way to mollify your 
uncle is to take the tone with him you have 
done to-night.” 

“ What am I to‘ do, Geoff? Pretend to 
give in to my uncle? Nob go near my dar¬ 
ling when I am here? I cau’t do that. I 
can’t be a humbug. She shall be my wife, 
or no other woman BhaU. Nothing shall 
make me go back from that. God knows I 
love her better than anything on earth, Geoff, 
and I’ll die be foie I give her up.” 

He leaned his head between his hands, 
aud by the movement of his shoulders I 
knew he was more agitated than he liked 
metosee. The old butler had brought to 
my room a tray with brandy and seltzer- 
Water, by Harry’s' orders. Presently "be 
raised his head, and pouring ont nearly half 
a tumbler of brandy, drank it off pure. 

“ Old boy,” I said, gently, “ don’t get into 
the habit of having recourse to that when¬ 
ever you are in trouble. You wont find the 
bottle a good friend, but »• terribly extortion¬ 
ate on.e, who demands more and more for 
every drop of temporary comfort he ad¬ 
ministers.” 

I believe he scarcely heard me. All words 
that were not on one subject were wasted at 
that moment. The stimulant seemed to 
have no efther effect than that of calming 
him. He said in a ininnts or two: 

“ I must see her alone) Geoff, to-morrow. 
Give me a pen and ink; ofd I’ll slip a piece 
of paper under her door © I pass.” 

I pushed the blotting-bookacross the ta¬ 
ble to him, and he wrote & few lines. 
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“ Ton’ll write to me, Geoff?” lie said, as 
he wished me good-night. “ Ton’ll tell me 
truly all that goes on, wont yon ?” 

“ I will; but when you are gone, perhaps 
Mr. Walbrooke may not care for me to re¬ 
main.” 

The next morning, at breakfast, I knew at 
once, by Assunta’s marble stillness, that she 
and Harry had met, and that she knew alL 
There was no uneasiness, no. anxiety, such 
as she had evinced the. night before; it was 
the calmness of misery, that has little or no 
hope. Mr. Walbrooke announced, m a little 
set formula, that his nephew had received a 
letter which called him suddenly to his aunt. 
Lady Horton’s. Harry himself said little. 
Mrs. Walbrooke sent a message to Lady Hor¬ 
ton about a particular shop where to get 
floss silks. Whereupon Mr. Bidgway, who 
was in unusually brilliant spirits, entered 
into a dissertation upon embroidery from 
the earliest ages, described what .the “ ves¬ 
ture of gold, wrought about with divers 
colors ” was probably like, which the king’s 
daughter of Scripture wore, and thence, by 
a natural progression, got to that royal piece 
of work, the Bayeux tapestry. Harry bore 
it all with exemplary fortitude; perhaps be¬ 
cause he was too down-hearted, poor fellow, 
to be irritable. Then, after breakfast, the 
dogcart, with his portmanteau in it, came 
round to the door, and he bade us good-by. 
To take leave of what one loves best, when 
it is necessary to repress any exhibition of 
feeling, must always be trying, doubly so at 
Harry’s age, and to one of his temperament. 
But both he and Assunta went through it 
bravely. I saw it cost him an effort to shake 
Bidgway’s hand, but he did it; and then, 
embracing Lena and his aunt, he jumped 
into the cart, and drove off to meet the 
“ stage,” which passed some six miles from 
the Grange. 

CHAPTEB 17. 

“ Luttbeli.,” said the squire, turning to 
me as soon as the dog-cart was out of sight, 
“ I hope that Harry’s sudden departure will 
make no difference in the length of your 
visit to us. Bemember that the longer you 
can remain with us the better pleased we 
shall be.” 

I thanked him, and said it would give ine 
great pleasure to stay on a little longer at the 
Grange. 

In the course of the morning I saw As¬ 


sunta walking alone in the garden, I joined 
her. “ This is an unfortunate affair,” I be¬ 
gan. “ Harry 1 s imprudence last night did 
more mischief than we were aware of.” 

“My poor Harry! my poor boy!” she 
sighed. “Ah! Mr. Luttrell, but that was 
not the real cause of his being sent away. 
If it had not been for me he would have 
been scolded for his impertinence to Mr. 
Bidgway, and there would have been an end 
.of it. It is I who have driven him away.” 

“Ho, it is his speaking as he did4o his un¬ 
cle. The most ordinary caution and a sense 
of what was due to Mr. Walbrooke would 
have obviated it. But there is no use iu 
crying over spilt milk. Ton must not be 
too cast dSwn by what has occurred. If 
Harry can only be got to restrain himself 
for the future, all will be welHn tame, lhave 
no doubt. That he will remain faithful to 
you I am very sure; and I believe in the 
accomplishment of almost anything' on earth 
with time and perseverance.” 

“Time? Ah! but youth soon flies, and 
life itself is very short. Will he care for me 
when I am old and withered? Then per¬ 
haps he may be free to marry me.” 

“But fond of you as all are here,” I said, 
“and with the influence you have in the 
family, Mr. Walbrooke will certainly yield, 
sooner or later, when he finds that Harry's 
whole happiness depends on it.” 

She shook her head. “ Tbu do not know 
him, nor does Harry, as I do. Look at 
Beauty there in the park, Mr. Luttrell. She 
is Mr. Walbrooke’s favorite mare. He goes 
to her stall every morning, and feeds her 
with carrots. She may run where she likes, 
provided she does not jump this fence, and 
get into this garden. OI then she would be 
very quickly driven out. -Harry’s heart is 
their garden. I may do what I like except 
enter there. But they can’t keep me out— 
they can’t"’ she repeated with triumphant 
energy, at variance with the despondency 
With which she had hitherto spoken. 

“ Then you ought to be happy,” I said, 
with an involuntary sigh. “All the rest is, 
comparatively, of no importance.” 

She looked up witfi her dark earnest face 
into mine. “But I must not be his ruin. 
He must not sacrifice everything to me. O 
Mr. Luttrell! no one will ever know how I 
fought against this love at firsts seeing what 
it must come to I And now, what- am I to 
do ? I ask myself, what am I to do ?” 

“ Hothing. Just wait, and trust to time. 
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To yon, clear Miss Fleming, and to Harry 
also, this is my first word and my last. 5 * 

Two days went by. Mr. Ridg way’s assi¬ 
duities, uninterrupted now by the jealousy of 
Harry, seemed to increase. Assunta was a 
little graver, but otherwise appeared in com¬ 
pany much as usual. The third morning a 
card of invitation appeared on the breakfast- 
table which gave rise to an animated discus¬ 
sion. There had for some time past been a 
talk of a fancy baU at Hevoir Castle. It was 
now something more than a rumor; the day 
fixed was just three weeks distant. Lena, 
who was of course not yet u out,” had been 
promised by her uncle that she should go 
to this exceptional entertainment, which, 
being given in a fine old baronial building, 
promised to be a spectacle of great brilliancy. 
Mr. Ridgway and I were referred to, to sug¬ 
gest dresses; but as he knew far more about 
the correct costume of various epochs than 
I did, my help was limited ; to a;few arrange¬ 
ments of color, and to making a sketch from 
recollection of a female portrait by some 
Italian of the fifteenth century, the head- 
gear of which, it occurred to me, would suit 
Assunta. Mr. Ridgway at once supplied ev¬ 
ery deficient detail; he had a Goirgione at 
Hapsbury with a similar costume, which he 
sent for, together with a great variety of old 
Venetian and Genoese stuffs, which he 
begged Miss Fleming to make use of. Nor 
did his generosity stop short here, in which 
case it would no doubt have been declined. 
Among his treasures was a dress in rare 
preservation, which had belonged to Marie 
Antoinette when a girl. It was a sort of Dres- 
den-chiua-shepherdess attire, with wreaths 
of delicately-embroided roses on a blue 
ground. It fitted Lena’s narrow little body 
as if it had been made for her; and the com¬ 
mode and sacque'beeame her slender dimen¬ 
sions vastly. As for myself, money was a 
great consideration to me at that time, as he 
possibly guessed; and when Mr. Walbrooke 
insisted upon my remaining over the ball, 
Ridgway good-naturedly bethought him of a 
muleteer’s dress which he had brought from 
Spain, and which he begged me to wear. Of 
infinite resource, helpful, ever kind, why was 
it I could not like this man? 

Shortly after this he went home, hut he 
was to return for the ball, Hevoir Dastle be¬ 
ing only four miles from the Grange. He 
had, I think, by this time, almost, if not def¬ 
initely, made up his mind to propose to As- 
Bunta; but a little delay could do no harm. 


And at this moment the important subject 
of his costume demanded a good deal of at¬ 
tention. The night before his departure a 
slight incident occurred which I remember 
made an impression on me, and which may 
have influenced the destinies of those about 
whom I am writing more than was apparent 

In addition to the guests in the house, Mr. 
Walbrooke had invited some distant neigh¬ 
bors to dinner. There was a large party; in 
all, five and twenty. Among them was a 
Sir Robert Something and liis daughters, 
who had lately returned from Italy, where 
he had lived many years for the education 
of liis children. He was a poor but very 
proud man, whose character stood high in 
the county, hut whose manners were not 
pleasing. Mr. Walbrooke was not intimate 
with him. He lived too near the Grange to 
be invited to stay there, and yet a long hill 
and bleak moor interfered with constant in- 
tercoursei Indeed, this was the first time he 
had ever dined at the Grange, I believe, hav¬ 
ing, when his daughters were children, de¬ 
clined all such doubtful pleasures as an eight 
mile drive to a country dinner-party. I 
should add that his house lay in precisely 
the opposite direction to Hapsbury. 

I was standing behind the outer circle of 
chairs and ottomans, as awkward young Eng¬ 
lishmen do before dinner, near to no one I 
knew, and consequently at liberty to watch 
my neighbors’ movements. Not far off sat 
Mr. Ridgwajr, next to Assunta, hut less talk¬ 
ative than usual, it appeared to me. I should 
almost have said that he was not perfectly 
at his ease, if that had been possible of a 
man whom, it was proverbial, nothing ever 
put out. At all events, I knew, by the rapid 
movement of his cold blue eye from time to 
time, that he was on the alert to listen to 
all that went on around him. The guests 
were now all arrived; several introductions 
took place. Presently Mr. Walbrooke, tak¬ 
ing Sir Robert’s arm, drew him out of the 
circle, and, as he believed, no doubt, out of 
ear-shot. 

“ I don’t think you know Ridgway of Haps- 
hury, do you?” I heard him ask. “The 
other side of the county, you know.” 

“Who?” asked Sir Robert, with a sur¬ 
prise which, if assumed, did credit to his 
acting. 

** Ridgway, the great man of taste, one of 
ihe cleverest fellows you ever met, who—■” 

u So I have heard. No, I don’t know him, 
and 1 had rather not” 
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The emphasis is not mine, hut his. He 
spoke those words so distinctly that I have 
not a doubt but that the subject of this 
colloquy heard them. Sir Eobert throughout 
tiie evening avoided even the side of the 
room where Mr. Eidgway was. And Mr. 
Waibrooke’s obstinacy was wonnded even 
more than his friendship. I doubt if the 
baronet was ever asked to the Grange again. 
But those words left their mark. 

I wrote to Harry very fully of all that hap¬ 
pened. He was now at Oxford, and, having 
passed a dreary time of it with his old aunt, 
was in a condition to appreciate his return 
to college and to the society of his friends. 
Certainly his spirits rose. When I wrote to 
him touching the bail at Hevoir, instead of 
replying in the despondent strain he had as¬ 
sumed of late, he answered, with gay impu¬ 
dence, that he hoped Assunta would look 
her very best, and take as much pains with 
her appearance as if he were to be present. 

“ What a coxcomb he is getting,” said I, 
laughing. 

She smiled rather sadly. “ Is it coxcombry 
to speak the truth? He knows it is as he 
says. I should only care to look well to be 
seen by him.” 

His letters to her, of course, I never saw. 
He wrote constantly, and she fed upon his 
words in secret, quoting a passage to me 
now and then, but that she was not at ease 
concerning him I well knew. The love that 
enters into the heart of a woman like As¬ 
sunta, is not blind; it is a mistake to paint 
him so. 

CHAPTEB Y. 

The night of the ball arrived at last. When 
Assunta appeared in the drawing-room be¬ 
fore our departure, there was a universal ex¬ 
clamation. She had never looked so hand¬ 
some before. She certainly never looked so 
handsome again. She wore the dress in 
which I made the sketch of her, my friend, 
which you possess. Some persons gain by 
rare clothes, carrying any unusual garments 
with a natural grace, as if accustomed to 
them. Assunta was of this number, and so 
was Mr. Eidgway. In its way his was, per¬ 
haps, the greatest triumph of the evening. 
As Louis the Fifteenth, in a dress of lemon- 
colored satin and silver, with the legitimate 
aids of powder, rouge and patches, he might 
have passed for a man of thirty. His light 
figure and well-turned leg showed to great 


advantage in the courtly costume of that 
epoch of frippery, and he carried his three- 
cornered hat, his snuff-box and his jewelled 
cane, with an ease which contrasted pleas¬ 
antly with the crowd of awkward cavaliers, 
disconsolate, and apparently much ashamed 
of themselves, under curly wigs, broad hats 
and plumes, and whose swords were always 
coming into disastrous propinquity with their 
legs. 

As we entered the ballroom I heard one 
old lady say to another: 

* £ That is the girl, that handsome one in 
the odd dress.” 

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed the other. 
“How sad! How can her friends sacrifice 
her thus? She is very handsome.” 

“ Yes; but her birth, you see. And she is 
quite dependent upon the Walbrookes. It 
is a very great marriage for a girl in her po¬ 
sition to make. I know more than one who 
tried for it. After ail, he is a charming man; 
there no denying it; so much taste. And I 
dare say all those horrid stories are false. 
Depend upon it, when he is once married 
they will be forgotten.” 

I heard no more. The crowd closed be¬ 
tween us, and I passed on. It was a bril¬ 
liant pageant, the first and last sight of the 
kind I have ever seen. It is all before me 
very distinctly now. Of what use to describe 
it? such scenes are familiar to you; and if I 
had the magic power to make it rise up be¬ 
fore your eyes it would not impress you as it 
did the raw youth to whom it seemed the 
embodiment of a hundred brilliant pictures, 
the figures standing out upon a rich subdued 
background of tapestry, carved oak and 
stone. 

Assunta did not dance much. She attract¬ 
ed a good deal of attention, as much by the 
rumors that were afloat as by her beauty, I 
doubt not And Mr. Eidgway justified these 
rumors by scarcely leaving her side. If he 
had hesitated hitherto, he did so no longer. 
She had been submitted to the test of public 
opinion, and that many-tongued voice was 
almost unanimous in deciding her to be not 
only very handsome, but unusually distin¬ 
guished in carriage and manner. The fas¬ 
tidious “man of taste'” was satisfied. I 
thought I read all this in the open procla¬ 
mation of his devotion which he made; 
there could be no doubt, for there was no 
disguise, about the fact Others were to be 
warned off these premises. Assunta was, I 
am sure, unconscious that her name was 
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coupled with Mr. Bidgway’s, and listened, as' 
she always did, to him with attention, reply¬ 
ing sometimes with a smile, sometimes with' 
a word, sometimes a little wearily perhaps. 
By-and-by a fat gossiping woman came up, 
and whispered a word or two in her ear, ac¬ 
companied by shrewd nods and becks. As-, 
sunta colored crimson, and from (hat mo¬ 
ment I saw that she was ill at ease, and 
made an effort to get away from her admir¬ 
er. She changed her seat, she consented to 
dance, she asked me to take her into the re¬ 
freshment-room ; but whenever she returned 
to the neighborhood of Mrs. Walbrooke, 
there was Bidgway. I stood exactly oppo¬ 
site, where I could watch every movement 
of her countenance, and between us was the 
entrance door of the ballroom. 

It was past twelve o’clock, and the revel 
was at its height, when, looking at Assunta, 
I saw her eyes fastened upon this door, 
through which a great crowd was streaming, 
with an expression of wonderment, joy and 
terror, such as I could not account for. At 
that moment the crowd gave way a little, 
and I beheld Harry! Harry, whom we all 
believed to be a hundred miles away, and 
hoped was imbibing wisdom from the breast 
of Alma Mater. It took away my breath; 
but I pushed my way to him as fast as I 
conld. Before I could reach him, however^ 
he had joined the little group, where Assun¬ 
ta sat near Mrs. Walbrooke, and Mr. Wal¬ 
brooke and Lena were standing. As to Mr. 
Bidgway, he had sauntered down the room 
with the cautious carelessness of a man who 
knows how to extricate himself from ah 
awkward position. The reception Harry 
met with was characteristic of the variops 
members of his nncle’s family. 

“Dear me!” cried Mrs.Walbrooke. “How 
very odd 1 Where did you spring from, Har¬ 
ry ? And such a beautiful dress 1 Very be¬ 
coming, too. What is it? O, a hunting- 
dress of George the First. Charming! So 
very nice. Ton didn’t come in it ail the way 
from Oxford, did you?” 

“O you darling duck!” exclaimed the 
Dresden shepherdess, jumping up, and stand¬ 
ing on tiptoe, in an ineffectual effort to reach 
his cheek with her pretty lips. “ How glad 
I am. It seems an age since we saw you. 
You look jnst like an angel in powder, going 
out hunting; doesn’t he, Assunta? How 
good of yon to come. What fun! This is 
the one thing that was wanting to make the 
ball perfect.” 


Assnnta said nothing. I thought he looked 
disappointed; yet her eyes were more elo¬ 
quent than any words. 

“What mad freak has brought yon here, 
Harry?” asked his uncle, with knit brows. 
“Have yon got leave? If not, you will be 
rusticated, or get into a terrible scrape, at all 
events.” 

“No,” replied Harry; “certain little cir¬ 
cumstances prevented my getting leave, so I 
came off without it. I shall be able to say 
with truth that I did not sleep out of Oxford. 
You see I only miss to-morrow’s prayers. I 
was present this morning, and set off in my 
tandem as soon as they were over, took the 
stage after five and twenty miles, which 
brought me a good part of the way. The 
remainder of the journey I performed in any 
rattletrap I conld pick up from one village 
to another, until I found myself at the King’s 
Head, close to this, an hour ago. I return 
in the same way, as soon as the bail is over. 

I calculated all the costs,” added Harry, 
laughing, “ and I thought it was worth it.” 

“H’m!” grunted Mr. Walbrooke; “I don’t 
know what your calculations are like. It 
will cost you, or rather me, fifty pounds, if 
it costs a penny.” 

“Well, Dncle Jack, we’ll set that down in 
the place of my whist, which you complained 
of. At all events, this is a harmless amuse¬ 
ment, and will entail no worse consequences 
than a wigging.” 

“ I don’t know that. I am not so sure of 
its being harmless,” muttered the squire, but 
in so low a tone, that Harry, who had turned 
to Assnnta, did not hear him. Harry bent a 
little over her, so that his words were inaud¬ 
ible ; then presently he stood erect, and I 
heard him ask her to give him the dance 
which was just beginning. Mr. Walbrooke 
fidgeted, and looked round the room, and at 
the same moment Mr. Bidgway came up. 

“ I beg your pardon, Miss Fleming; I think 
this is our qnadrille.” 

She had risen, and had actually taken 
Harry’s arm. Mr. Bidgway smiled at Harry 
with a polite bow. Harry repaid it with a 
freezing nod. She colored, and was sorely 
perplexed. 

“You will excnse Miss Fleming. She has 
just promised me this dance,” said Harry. 

“ She forgot that she was engaged,” inter¬ 
rupted Mr. Walbrooke, quickly. “ She can¬ 
not, of course, give up a prior engagement.” 

Harry, glaring and fuming on one side,' 
Mr. Bidgway, bland but inexorable on the 
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other, resolved not to relinquish his rights, 
nor yield an inch of his,ground; between 
them Assunta looked sadly distressed. Jus¬ 
tice was so manifestly on the one side, that 
she felt she must yield, or mortally offend 
Mr. Walbrooke, and harm both Harry and 
herself irreparably. With a look of supplica¬ 
tion up at him, she at last disengaged her 
arm, and placed it in Mr. Bidgway’s. They 
walked away, and Harry’s face, so beaming 
five minutes before, was now black as thun¬ 
der. He said nothing, but his eyes followed 
them as they took their places in the quad¬ 
rille, and his nostrils dilated as he watched 
the very ostentations devotion of Assunta’s 
partner. How Mr. Bidgway bent down and 
whispered something witty—about their tis- 
a-Dts, perhaps—for Assunta, in spite of her 
annoyance, could not help smiling; now, he 
was examining her' bouquet, and telling 
some very long story, in that confidential 
manner which in itself looks like an avowal 
to the spectators. 

Just then ill-luck brought one of Harry’s 
numerous friends, a coarse, tactless fellow, 
past where we were standing. Seeing the 
direction in which Harry’s gloomy face was 
turned, the man stopped, and catching hold 
of Harry’s arm, with a laugh, cried in a 
hoarse whisper, which pierced through vio¬ 
lins and clarionets, “So your nose is put out 
of joint in that quarter, eh, Walbrooke ? I 
hear it’s all settled. I don’t envy the girl. 
However, that’s her look out. Ha! haP’ 

Harry made no reply; one would have 
said that he had not heard the words, but 
for the way in which he changed color, and 
turned away sharply. The roan passed on, 
mid Harry’s bitterness at last found vent. 

“ So it’s a settled thing, is it, Geoff? Well, 
it was worth coming from Oxford to know 
this. What a fool a man is ever to. trust a 
woman P’ 

“ What a fool you are, Harry, to let your 
jealousy blind you in this way, and to listen 
to .the gossip of an idiot like that! There is 
not a word of trnth in what he, or any one 
else, says about this.” 

“ How do you know? She is not likely to 
tell you. Look at them there. Ho one can 
say there isn’t some ground for the report. 
Why did she dance with him if she doesn’t 
encourage him ?” 

“How could she help it when she was en¬ 
gaged ? And if she had refused him at firsfj 
of course she could have danced with no one 
all the night.” 


“ She could have thrown him over. If she 
had cared for me she would.” 

“And have made your uncle furious, and 
have done you both incalculable mischief! 
How foolish you are, Harry, not to see that 
all your endeavor now should be to concil¬ 
iate him.” * 

“ I can’t say I feel much inclined to try,” 
said H*ry, between, his teeth, “ when I see 
him doing all he can to ruin my happiness. 
But tliere’s no use standing here. Let us 
come into the supper-room, Geoff I’ve had 
nothing to drink, and I’m as. thirsty as the 
devil.” 

There was a knot of young fellows there 
drinking champagne, who greeted Harry 
very warmly (as, indeed, did every one we 
met). Those were the days when men did 
drink at country balls; I know not what 
they may do now; and soon, to my vexation, 
lie was trying to drown his troubles in the 
bottle, and assuming a gayely which I knew 
was far from real I dreaded, and with good 
reason, the effect of much wine on him in 
his present excited state; and as I watched 
the wild recklessness with which he tossed 
off tumbler after tumbler, I hesitated wheth¬ 
er it would not be well to fetch Mr. Wal¬ 
brooke, whose remonstrances might have 
more weight than mine. The fear of doing 
more harm than good—if Harry should for¬ 
get himself in speaking, as he had once done, 
to his uncle—deterred me; but I would not 
leave him, and urged him, whenever I could 
make myself heard, to return with me to the 
ballroom. A long half hour passed thus, 
and it became evident to me that the wine 
was beginning to take effect; the dull glitter 
of the eye told its tale; the hand that raised 
the glass was less steady. 

“ Why were you not out with us, yester¬ 
day, Walbrooke?” said a man who had just 
come in. “A. glorious run of five and forty 
minutes without a check.” 

“ He wasn’t here. He was having an in¬ 
glorious run—away from Oxford,” laughed 
another. 

“ O! Ah! by-the-by, I heard Bidgway say 
just now—” 

“Wbat did you hear him say?” asked 
Harry, fiercely. 

“ O, he was only chaffing, in that sarcasm 
fic way of his, about your being packed off 
to school, a month ago, for getting screwed 

and that, now you had run away, your un¬ 
cle was going to send the naughty little bey 
back to get a whipping.” 
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“He said that, did he?” Harry ground his 
teeth. “ Some one else will get a d—d.good 
whipping, I can tell him, if he doesn’t look 
out.” 

“ O, he was' only joking, my dear fellow 1” 
* “ I will teach Mr. Ridgway not to joke 
about me,” cried Harry, filling his glass 
again. 

“Take care, Walbrooke. Though he’s 
such an effeminate looking fellow, I’m told 
he is not to be trifled with. They say that 
he really killed a man in Italy!” 

“ If he did, it was behind his back 1” And 
Harry gave a contemptuous laugh. “He 
has not pluck to stand up in a fair tight, or 
I’d have a round with him in the courtyard. 
A sneaking scoundrel, who palavers one to 
one’s face, and stabs one with his tongue 
when one isn’t present to give him the lie 1” 

It was at this moment that Assunta en¬ 
tered the room upon Ridgway’s arm. The 
quadrille had been long since over, and As¬ 
sunta, who, during the dance, had caught 
sight of Harry’s lowering face from time to 
time in the crowd, and had*then suddenly 
missed it, had sat down, as I afterwards 
learned from her, a prey to serious anxiety 
about him. Where was he? Why did he 
not come to her? Surely he was not so un¬ 
reasonable as not to forgive her for leaving 
him? And where was Mr. Walbrooke? She 
prayed to Heaven that he and Harry might 
have no altercation! This nervous terror at 
last got the better of every other considera¬ 
tion. She would sooner have asked any one 
in the room to give her an arm than Mr. 
Ridgway; but no one else was near, and she 
could bear this suspense no longer. Under 
the pretext that she wanted a glass of wa¬ 
ter, she asked him to take her through the 
rooms. Ho doubt Mr. Ridgway divined the 
cause of this sudden thirst; and perhaps a 
shrewd suspicion of where and how they 
would find Harry made him nothing loth to 
assist in *the search. 

“Ah 1 here is our young friend,” he whis¬ 
pered, as they entered the supper-room. 
“Very jovial, I see, wiuecup in hand. He 
should have come as Bacchus,; only wants 
_ the thyrsus and ivy-wreath. And such an 
abundant flow of words, too! He might have 
played the part of his own magpie. The 
magpie, you know, Miss Fleming, was dedi¬ 
cated to the god of wine.” 

“Mr. Ridgway,” said Harry, advancing 
with no very steady gait, and with a flaming 
face, “ will you be good enough to repeat be¬ 


fore me what you have been saying of mo 
behind my back?” 

“ Harry, Harry! for Heaven’s sake I” mnr- 
nmred Assunta. 

“Perhaps you will reconduct Miss Flem¬ 
ing to the ballroom, and then meet me in 
the courtyard to give me this explanation,” 
Continued Harry. 

Mr. Ridgway shrugged his shoulders, with 
a smile. 

“ I have none to give, my dear young gen¬ 
tleman. I paid you a pretty compliment 
just now, in saying you were godlike, with 
that winecup in your hand. Bacchus was a 
gentleman—it was only his satyrs who were 
boisterous and vulgar,” added Mr. Ridgway, 
witii a little drawl. 

“ You have been turning me into ridiculo 
then, for Miss Fleming’s amusement, also, 
have you?” roared Harry, who was now 
fairly bpside himself. 

“Harry, dear Harry! pray—” supplicated 
Assunta, taking his arm; but it seemed as if 
her voice, on this occasion, only maddened 
him the more. 

“I am like Bacchus—am I? There shall 
be one point of resemblance the less very 
quickly. The wine shall no longer be in my 
hand. I’ll make you a present of it.” 

And so saying, he raised his arm, and 
would have dashed the champagne full in 
Mr. Ridgway’s face, but that the glass was 
struck from his hand at the same moment, 
and shivered on the floor. A few drops 
only did, in their transit, reach the sleeve of 
Mr. Ridgway’s yellow satin coat. It was 
Mr. Walbrooke, who, in the very nick of 
time, had arrived on the scene to avert what 
must have led to a terrible catastrophe. 
Alas! would it not have been better to have 
let Fate work her will then, instead of hold¬ 
ing her hand for a time? We, in our short¬ 
sightedness, regarded it then as a mercy; I 
cannot do so now. 

That scene is before me still; Harry, like 
some wild animal held at bay, between As¬ 
sunta and Mr. Walbrooke; Ridgway, with 
admirable coolness, wiping the splashes from 
off his sleeve with a laced handkerchief, 
the circle of silent spectators—I see it all. 
The inad boy was at length dragged away 
by his uncle and Assunta; vociferating 
loudly, and calling upon Mr. Ridgway to 
fight him, when and where he liked. I 
thought it better to stay, and plead what 
extenuation I could for Harry. 

“Our young friend,” said Mr. Ridgway, 
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with a light laugh, in reply to my excuse 
that a little wine quite turned Harry’s head, 
and rendered him unaccountable for his ac¬ 
tions, “our young friend has not studied 
drinking as a fine art. Do you remember 
what Babelais says? ‘Boyre simplementet 
oJjsolumcnt . . . aussy Men boyvent les bestes .’ 
This young gentleman may be said to drink 
1 dbsolument,’ eh? much as the carps do. 
’Twere rain to expect much more self-con¬ 
trol in him than in them.” 

“I,hope you will forgive him, Mr. Bidg- 
way,” I said. 

“O dear, yes;” but though he smiled, 
there was au expression in his eye which 
struck me unpleasantly, and which I thought 
of long after. “Not that he will apologize, 
Mr. luttrell. A man needs to be a gentle¬ 
man to own himself in the wrong. But f am 
glad he did not throw the wine in my face, 
because I suppose the conventional laws of 
society would have obliged me to call him 
out, which I had rather not do. As it is— 
suppose we have some of this aspic de vol¬ 
atilef I declare, I am quite hungry.” 

In the course of time Mr. Walbrooke re¬ 
joined us. 

“ Bhjgway,” he began, “ I am more grieved 
and ashamed of my nephew’s conduct than 
I can express to you. I believe I have 
brought him to some sense of shame him¬ 
self. At all events, when he is really sober 
(which will not be for some time), I feel 
sure that he will deplore his behaviour this 
evening. If I did not know you to be one 
of the kindest and most forbearing of men, 
I should not know how to ask you to return 
with us to the Grange. Our scapegrace, 
however, will not be there—he returns to 
Oxford at once.” 

“ He will not shake hands with me, I sup¬ 
pose?” Mr. Eidgwav smiled sweetly. . “ He 
will not afford me the gratification of forgiv-. 
inghim? 'Well, well, my dear Walbrooke, 
be is right. He knows the bitter farce of 
that inducement to forgive a man, ‘ by so 
doing thou shalt heap coals of fire upon his 
head.’ Though scriptural, not quite chari¬ 
table, eh? Who can be expected to empty 
the coal-box on his own head? No, the 
least said in this matter the soonest mend¬ 
ed; and when Master Harry and I next 
meet, it will be quite forgotten.” 

The squire said little more on the subject, 
but began to talk of going home; it was two 
o’clock, and Lena was unused to late hours, 
and Mrs. Walbrooke was tired, and it was a 


cold night—and—in short, a number of 
transparent pretexts for avoiding the possi¬ 
bility of another collision between the bel¬ 
ligerents. The poor little shepherdess, who 
was ignorant of all that had been going on, 
was in despair at the summons, being en¬ 
gaged for the next two dances; but no one 
ever attempted to appeal' against a fiat of 
Mr. Walbrooke’s. I volunteered to look for. 
Miss Fleming, while the squire sent his ser¬ 
vant to, the stables for the carriage; bull 
had not proceeded far on my search, before 
Harry’s uncle overtook me. 

“Mr. Luttrell, I cannot trust myself to 
speak to that boy again to-night His con¬ 
duct has exasperated me beyond endurance. 
Over and above his insolence to Mr. Bidg- 
way, he has thought fit to question my con¬ 
duct in a way I will not stand. He chooses 
to fancy himself in love with Miss Fleming, 
and to resent the fact of any one else’s pay¬ 
ing her any attention. Now I wish you to 
convey this message to him from me. Until 
he promises me that this absurd folly shall 
cease, I do not mean him to return to the. 
Grange. I will not be subject to a recur-' 
rence of such scenes as to-night’s—or such 
insolence as obliged me to send him from 
the Grange. When he can behave himself 
properly, and will express some contrition 
for his conduct, I will receive him, and not 
before. He has his allowance, and can spend 
the vacation where he pleases. Be good 
enough to tell him that from me.” 

I found them together in a deserted room 
at the end of the suite, standing by an open 
window. It was a clear frosty night, which, 
under ordinary circumstances, would not 
have invited the admission of more air than 
necessary. But Assunta, regardless of her¬ 
self, had opened the window; for Harry’s 
head was burning, and she believed that the 
keen sharpness of the night would restore 
him sooner than anything. What had passed 
between them, I knew not, but that he had 
forgotten all his jealous suspicions of her, 
was clear. Their hands were linked togeth¬ 
er, and they stood there like two sorrowful 
children, silent, with traces of tears upon 
their cheeks, looking out into the deeppeace- 
ful sky, lit by its myriad stars. 

“You are summoned, Miss Fleming,” I 
said, “and you and Harry had better say 
good-by here, for tHfe squire does not wish 
to see him again to-night. H you remain 
here, Harry, I will return to you, and find 
my way back to the Grange somehow.” 
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Poor young hearts’ Had either of them 
a foreboding of the future when they bade 
each other that farewell ? I only know that 
Assunta’s face was white and rigid as the 
face of death when she joined me in the 
next room—for I had sauntered away from 
them. She said not a word. We found 
Mrs. Walbrooke in the hustle of cloaking. 
Ten minutes afterwards they drove off, and 
I returned to Harry. We had a long con¬ 
versation, which it is needless to repeat here. 
I told him, as gently as I could, the ■ sub¬ 
stance of his uncle’s words, and implored 
him to exercise a little discretion in his 
communications with Mr. Walbrooke. The 
squire was greatly incensed, I said, and in¬ 
finite tact would he required to adjust mat¬ 
ters ; one false step, one hasty letter, might 
prove irreparable. 

He was sober enough now, and seemed 
heartily ashamed, less of his behaviour to 
Bidgway than of having unjustly suspected 
Assunta, and of having allowed himself to 
he drunk in her presence. “ I suppose,” he 
said, sadly, “ the doors of the old house will 
be shut against me now for a time. I will 


write nothing, if I can help it, to offend my 
uncle; I promise you, Geoff, to be discreet, 
and on paper I think I can be, better than 
in talking. But if he expects,” he added, 
with a rekindling of the old fiery pride, “ if 
he expects that I am going to truckle to him 
for his money, if he expects to get any prom¬ 
ise out of me about Assunta, he is mistaken. 
I will never say or do anything to lead him 
to suppose that I give her up. It’s as much 
as I shall be able to do to keep silent, know¬ 
ing that that scoundrel is constantly near 
her, and that it is my uncle’s doing.” 

I walked with him under the starlit sky, 
to the King’s Head; I helped him to stuff 
his fine clothes into a valise, and don some¬ 
thing more suitable to a journey through 
. England in this nineteenth century. Then 
a dog-cart came round to the inn door; Har¬ 
ry wrung my hand, jumped on the seat, and 
drove away in the frosty night; the lamps 
sending weird lights upon the hedge, on 
either side, which were visible for half a 
mile along the straight and level road. 

[to BE C0KTI5UED.] 
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IN ELEVEN 
CHAPTER I. 

FEW weeks since we followed to his 
last resting-place in Kensal Green 
our old friend Geoffrey Luttrell. 
There were but four of us: but four persons 
In the world, I believe, who knew his real 
worth, and heartily felt the dear old fellow’s 
loss. Of these, three were brother artists, 
the fourth was the landlady of the lodging 
between Kottinghill and Shepherd’s Bush, 
which Luttrell had inhabited for upwards of 
thirty years. It had stood on the edge of 
green fields when he went to live there; it is 
now almost choked np with pert little 
streets, and very small pretentious villas. 
But he would not abandon it, perilap9 for 
old habit’s sake, perhaps for the yet worthier 
sake of Mrs. Brace. She was a good warm¬ 
hearted woman and an observant. She bad 
waited on him all these years, and knew 
more of the recluse’s ways than any of us. 
His shyness with his fellow-men, and his 
passionate love of nature—a love which bore 
him fruits in the tender faithful work, which, 
with the faltering hand of upwards of three¬ 
score years he yet produced—his pure-mind¬ 
edness, his unfailing charity and sympathy 
with all suffering, these features in our 
friend’s character were well known to us, 
who saw him as often as the busy wheel of 
London life would allow. But who could 
tell the daily round of his silent solitary 
hours like Mrs. Brace? In along talk we 
had together, that dreary Hovember after¬ 
noon in the sad little parlor, where we all 
sat after I had read our friend’s brief will, 
the good woman said: 

"It’s my belief, sir, as he’d had some 
heavy sorrow in his early life. Other peo¬ 
ple’s troubles seemed to come so nat’rai to 
him. When my Betty went away, Lord! 
how good he was to me! He was just like 
a child, you see; his books and his watering- 
colors, them was all his life. Everyth ink 
was a picturi to him—the little childer in 
the gutters, the sunset over the chimneys 
yonder, that layloc tree when it was a com¬ 
ing into bloom, it was all a pictur 5 to him. 
He’d no visitors but yon three gents; it was 
drawrin’ or read in’ fr*m morning to night. 


CHAPTERS. 

Bless you, there’s enough of the dear man’s 
sketches to paper the house from top to bot¬ 
tom. Talk of eatin’!” {no one had. talked of 
eating, I am sure) “it was as much as I 
could do sometimes to get him to take a 
snack of anythink. If I didn’t look sharp, 
he’d be a givin’ it to one of them orgin- 
grinders, for it was nothin’ but givin’, givin’, 
with some excuse or other, to every blessed 
soul as come to the house. He’d a give the 
coat off his back if I hadn’t stopped him. 
Ah, I shall never see his like again—never P* 
The deceased left no relations. What lit¬ 
tle money he had, had been .made by him¬ 
self; and this he desired .might be divided 
among us four. The only legacies were fifty 
pounds to .the Foundling Hospital; certain 
specified sketches to G. and W. (the friends 
now present with me), and the bequest of 
the remainder, together with all books and 
papers, to myself,:as.residuary legatee. The 
books, which were nofc.numeroas, comprised 
most of the old poets; some of them ia 
scarce editions, picked up, I doubt not, at 
bookstalls, in the . course of nearly forty 
years’ wanderings through London streets;,. 
a fine black-letter copy of Chaucer, another 
of the Morte . d’Arthur, and a great cofiec- 
tion of ancient ballads. The sketches were.; 
all of the most ordinary scenes, bits of wind¬ 
blown common, with a rusty donkey, and a., 
drove of orange-hilled geese, flattering along 
open-mouthed ; ends of summer, evening in 
some green lane near Hampstead, with a 
golden twilight melting into purple vapor, 
through which the dim shadow of tw.oJav- 
ers was just discernible. Ho great Alpine 
glories, or marvels of southern g!ow,-;simple 
English nature, but touched by poet’s 
hand, albeit that hand lacked perhaps the 
boldness of positive genius. Tenderness 
and refinement were its characteristics; it 
touched too tremulously, it may-:be, these 
common things, but it elevated * them at 
once, nevertheless, into the region* of the un¬ 
common. As to the papers, besides a bun¬ 
dle of letters from persons long-since dead, 
which my old friend bad carefully docketed 1 , 
u To be burned when I am no- more,” the 
only packet of any bulk was sealed and ad- 
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dressed to me. Within was a manuscript 
of some length, the portrait of a lady, and a 
slip of note-paper, on which were the follow¬ 
ing lines: 

“August 4 th, 1869. 

“My Fjedsitd,—I f it shall seem good to 
you to make known the facts herein told, in 
whatsoever form you please, do so. The act¬ 
ors in this drama have long since played out 
their parts. I, who was little more than 
chorus, am the last to quit the scene. The 
reading of this sad play, then, can wound no 
soul alive, since all whom it concerns are 
beyond the reach of such hurts. But, it 
may be, some poor heart, in the sore strait 
of like temptation, may herein find warning 
or comfort. Therefore, not without some 
pain, my friend, have I writ it all down; and 
to you do I confide these passages of my 
youth, to give or withhold, as you deem wise, 
when I am gone. 

“ Your friend, G. L. 

u P-S.—No eye but mine has seen this 
portrait for more than forty years. Why I 
have valued it more than anything I possess 
(poor daub as it Is!) you will understand on 
reading these pages. Keep it, or burn it, my 
friend. Its sweet eyes can grieve no one 
any more on earth now.” 

The portrait was that of a dark young 
woman in a mediaval dress, and resembled 
in its general character a head by Masaccio. 
Much of positive beauty in the brow and 
finely-cut nostril, and yet more of an ele¬ 
vated thoughtful power in the deep-set eyes, 
overruling the passionate persuasion of the 
mouth. Whatever might be the history of 
the person to whom it belonged, the head 
could not fail to interest any one for whom a 
strong individual humau type has any at¬ 
traction. I have had that little drawing 
framed, and it will henceforward hang in my 
bedroom. 

And now, without further preamble, I 
give Geoffrey Luttrell’s narrative, having 
come to the conclusion that no disasters 
can arise from the publication thereof. 


CHAPTER II. 

I was a Westminster boy, my father liv¬ 
ing in the precincts, so that I boarded at 
home, and my schooling cost him little. He 
was a poor man, and worked hard to give me 
that best of privileges—a good education. I 
was here from the age of seven until seven¬ 


teen, and all the learning I ever had was 
then acquired. Pour years before I left 
Westminster, a sturdy little lad named Har¬ 
ry Walbrooke arrived, and became mylag. 
I never was a bully, and from a fag he grew 
to be my friend. Why, it would be hard to say. 
What lie can have found to attract him, I 
cannot tell. No two boys could be more dis¬ 
similar, but he attached himself to roe, and 
from that time forward our friendship never 
suffered a decline. He was all for athletics, 
a firstrate runner and jumper, and though 
three yeafs my junior, could knock roe 
down like a ninepin. He had good abilities, 
but he was incorrigibly idle. On the other 
hand, I, who never had brilliant parts, 
worked steadily, and to this plodding capac¬ 
ity I attribute having carried off so many 
prizes. But then I had not Harry's tempta¬ 
tions. I was weakly, and averse to games. 
The only amusement I pursued with ar¬ 
dor was drawing. While Harry was at foot¬ 
ball I was scrawling likenesses on the backs 
of my old copy-books; and proud enough 
was I if they were recognized. Our social 
positions were as wide apart as our charac¬ 
ters and inclinations. The Walbrookes are 
a very old Lincolnshire family; and Harry’s 
uncle, Mr. "Walbrooke of the Grange, was 
possessed of very large estates. He had 
been married twenty years, and was child¬ 
less. Harry’s father, a dissipated younger 
brother of Mr. Walbrooke’s, had died abroad 
utterly penniless, leaving two children, Har¬ 
ry and Lena; and these children Mr. Wal¬ 
brooke. had, apparently, adopted. The 
Grange had been their home ever since their 
father’s death; and though Mr. Walbrooke 
had other nephews and nieces, there seemed 
to be no doubt that he meant to make Har¬ 
ry his heir. He was fond and proud of the 
lad; proud of liis riding so well to hounds; 
proud of the bag he brought home to his 
own gun wlieu he went out rabbit shooting; 
and very proud of his manly address and 
handsome face. Nothing was too good for 
Master Harry; he brought back to school 
more pocket-money, and received more ham¬ 
pers every “half,” than any other boy at 
Westminster. But no one ever grudged him 
these; for a more generous fellow never 
lived. He was for sharing everything with 
those he liked. As to me, knowing I had 
nothing to give in return, I used to feel 
ashamed to take all the good things he 
thrust upon me. The utmost I could do 
was to help him in his Latin verses, and to 
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tender such wholesome' connael at times as 
saved him, I believe, from more than one 
flogging. 

I have said the contrast between our so¬ 
cial positions was great; but it is not my in¬ 
tention to say more about myself than Is 
absolutely necessary. Ia undertaking to 
Write this narrative X had other objects in 
View than to reccrd my own career. This 
tnucli must be to.d, however: my father was 
Very poor, I was lu’s only child, and his hops 
Was to have seen me in one of the learned 
professions. But my taste for art was so 
pronounced, that, with Ins usual kindness, 
he allowed me to follow the bent of my in¬ 
clinations. I became a student of the Royal 
Academy, on leaving Westminster; my 
friendship with Harry Walbrooke, however, 
Was not snapped asunder, as such intimacies 
generally are in like Cases. On Saturday af¬ 
ternoons I often paid him a visit; and once 
or twice my father obtained leave to take 
him to the pit of Drury Lane, where he wit¬ 
nessed Miss O’Neill’s acting in Venice Pre¬ 
served, as X well remember. Harry wept 
plentifully, while I appeared to be unmoved. 
My father could not understand what ap¬ 
peared to him a contradiction in onr char¬ 
acters. But it was not so. Harry’s feelings 
were always demonstrative and uncon¬ 
trolled; mine, by a tacit understanding with 
myself, had been used to restraint from a 
very early age. 

The year after I left Westminster I went, 
for the first time, on Mr. Walbrooke’s invi¬ 
tation, to stay at the Grange. It was a fine 
stately place: and the manner of life there 
realized all that I had pictured of the grand 
old English style. There was - hospitality 
without stint and without ostentation; a 
sense of abundance without extravagance, 
which, I have since observed, is not as com¬ 
mon in the dwellings of the rich as one 
might expect This was Mr. Walbrooke’s 
chief virtue. He had no vices; but his ex¬ 
cellence, and the world considered him ex¬ 
cellent, was of a negative kind. He went to 
church, he was a Tory, he never quarrelled 
openly with any of his neighbors, nor exer¬ 
cised any harsh tyranny at home. But then, 
everybody gave way to him, and had given 
way all his life. He was the most obstinate 
man I ever knew. When he took up an 
idea—and one often failed to see what possi¬ 
ble object lie proposed to himself—he would 
sacrifice every thing to carrying it out He 
never lost his temper, but he had a persists 


ent way : which brire down all opposition. 
Mrs. Walbrooke was her husband’s chief - 
slave. There is little-further to be said of " 
her. In person she resembled one of Sir ' 
Thomas Lawrence’s most affected portraits, 
but like them she represented a gentlewo¬ 
man. She played on the harp indifferently, 
and worked in floss silks. She sat at the 
head of her table gracefully, and had a very 
pleasant cordial manner, which attracted, 
until one came to perceive that it meant 
nothing. She had taken to Harry and Lena, 
as if they had been her own children, and 
the girl was fond of her aunt. But neither 
Mr. nor Mrs. Walbrooke had qualities which 
obtain a lasting influence over children. 
Harry’s way and his uncle’s had not hither¬ 
to clashed. In all ordinary matters, the boy 
had a great ascendancy over his uncle, but 
the time would come when that obedience 
which is begotten of admiration and respect 
for character would not be forthcoming; and 
X foresaw that the strain upon affection and 
gratitude would be more than it could stand. 
For Harry knew his uncle’s foibles, and 
talked of them more openly than I liked, 
though he loved him, and was fully sensible 
that all he had he owed to Mr. Walbrooke. 

Shortly before my first visit to the Grange, 
a new inmate had come there. She wa^ but 
a very young girl, yet she had a history. It 
was this. A curate named Fleming, living 
near London, had found at his gate one Sep¬ 
tember evening, sixteen years before this, a 
handle, which, upon examination, proved to 
contain a female infant, some few Weeks 
old. Upon her was pinned a paper with the 
name "Assunta,” written in what was ap¬ 
parently a foreign hand. The child’s eyes 
and complexion seemed to indicate that she 
came of Italian parents; but no clue to 
them could be obtained. The presumption 
was (taking the infant’s age into considera¬ 
tion) that she had been bora on the Festival 
of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin, in 
honor of which she had been named; arid 
that, driven by some sore necessity, the par¬ 
ents now sought a home for their poor baby 
at the door of abenevolent man, whose char¬ 
acter was well known. It may be well tc 
state here, lest the lovers of sensation should 
expect a romance upon this head, that noth¬ 
ing was ever known of Assnnta’s parentage 
.She may have been the offspring of an organ- 
grinder. But she had that noble inheritance 
which is not of this earth, which nothing^- 
can give or take away. 
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' Mr. Fleming had been married some few 
years, but bad no. children at this time. He 
was a young man of asthetie tastes, who 
indulged far more than his means justified 
in rare editions, old engravings, and the like. 
He had made an imprudent marriage in ev¬ 
ery sense of the word, having taken unto 
himself, at the age of twenty, a girl possessed 
of nothing but a pretty face. She had fret¬ 
ted and grieved at having no children of her 
own, and jumped at the idea of adopting 
this little Italian baby. Her kind husband 
weakly yielded to her importunity. She told 
him it was “ Christian-like,” which it might 
be, but it was not politic, Christianity and 
policy not being identical; and the young 
couple took upon themselves a burden, 
which, as time went on, weighed heavily 
upon them. In course of years it came to 
pass that four children were born, and then, 
what to do with Assunta became a serious 
question. She was remarkably clever; Mr. 
Fleming taught her himself, and, being a 
good modern linguist, as well as a classical 
scholar, her education was far more thor¬ 
ough than most women’s. 

How Mr. Walbrooke heard of Mr. Fleming 
and of Assunta, I forget now; but the idea 
occurred to him that Lena might learn more 
with a teacher who was at the same time a 
companion, than she had done with two 
governesses of mature experience, who had 
found the task of instructing her beyond 
them. It was an experiment, taking such a 
mare child as Assunta was in years to con¬ 
trol a somewhat unruly little ladylike Lena; 
but Miss Fleming came, ostensibly on a visit 
to the Grange, and once there it became 
very soon apparent that her “ visit” would 
be a permanent one. All hearts, more or 
lass, were laid at the feet of the slight dark- 
eyed girl, whose voice and whose smile liad 
a subtle charm, which no other voice and 
smile I have ever known possessed. 'What 
was it about her which was so unlike any 
other woman? I ask myself now. She al¬ 
ways reminded me of one of Fraucia’s or 
Gian Bellini’s Madonnas, in her sweet grav¬ 
ity and girlish dignity; but the mystery of 
those deep qyes was, at moments, lighted up 
by passionate flashes, which belonged not to 
that type of divine calm, the “ peace which 
passeth understanding.” With her passion¬ 
ate nature, she had a tendency to melan¬ 
choly, which, reading her character by the 
light of subsequent events, I have no doubt 
was entirely beyond her control, and sprang 


from causes dating from her birth itself. 
She could be joyous enough at times, how¬ 
ever, and her intense power of sympathy 
made her a delightful companion for Lena, 
who soon grew as docile as a lamb in her 
bands. 

I had not been two days at the Grange 
before I saw how it would be. She and 
Harry were nearly of an age (I believe she 
was a few months older), how could they do 
otherwise than fall in lo\> with each other? 
God knows, I suffered enough after that first 
visit, for many a long year, on her account, 
yet I was thankful to have had my eyes open 
to the truth at once. I never had any delu¬ 
sion, never was buoyed np by false hope. I 
knew she was beyond my reach, and I was 
loyal to my friend. He possessed everything 
in the world to make a girl love him, I pos¬ 
sessed nothing. It would have been useless 
to try and enter into rivalry with him, had I 
been so minded. Though Assunta was more 
reserved in her manner with Harry than 
with me, nnmberless little indications told 
me that already the girl thought of him with 
a deep and particular interest; and being 
given to observe closely, even at that age, I 
felt certain that if she really gave her heart, 
it would be until death. 

It was summer time, and while Harry was 
fishing, I used to wander into a beech wood, 
at the back of the house, ostensibly to 
sketch. The stream wound its way through 
this wood, now brawling over pebbles, with 
the loud voice of shallowness, now stealing 
over pools in the quiet strength of depth. 
Gravelly banks, hollowed out by the action 
of the stream when swollen, and crowned 
with feathery grasses, overhung the water, 
leaving scarce soil enough in places to sus¬ 
tain the roots of some slanting beech, whose 
silvery arms stretched far across the stream. 
It was of such a spot as this that I was mak¬ 
ing a study which required much care and 
more skill than I could master. I returned 
to my work several days and was generally 
alone; but on one occasion, about midday, 
Harry joined me. He was wading slowly up 
the stream, his trousers tucked above his 
knees, his bare brown legs gleaming like a 
Triton’s through the silvery water, which he 
flogged with a pertinacity which had been 
but ill-repaid, judging by the empty basket 
slung upon his back. While he stood grum¬ 
bling at his ill luck, inveighing against - the 
sun that wonld shine, and the fish that 
wouldn’t bite, a merry shout, which we both 
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•recognized as Lena’s, broke from a pathway 
in a wood hard by. A moment later she 
came In sight, dragging Miss Fleming aloDg 
by a scarf she had wonnd ronnd her waist. 

“ O, here’s Harry and Mr. Luttreli,” cried 
the child. “ That is capital. I want to get 
to the other side of the river, to where the 
foxgloves are, and the bridge is snch a long 
long way round. Ton can carry ns both 
over, can’t you, Harry? Assunta is not at 
all heavy.” 

“I shall be delighted,” said the young 
fisherman, laying his rod on the bank, and 
slipping off his basket with agility. 

“ No,” said Miss Fleming, quietly, “ we 
can go no further, Lena. We must turn 
back now.” 

“Come, that’s very hard,” cried Harry. 

“ Sit down, at all events, for a minute, wont 
you ? I’ve had no lock. I’ve not caught a 
thing to-day.” 

“And so you want to catch us?” laughed 
his little sister, who was too sharp not to be 
dangerous company sometimes; “but you 
wont catch us—you wont—you wont!” she 
cried, dancing in and out among the thickets, 
in provocation of pursnit. “ We are not to 
be caught any more than the fish, are we, 
Assunta?” 

“ It is time to be going home,” said Miss 
Fleming. “Come, Lena.” But the child 
was by no means disposed to leave us. 

“Iam thirsty. I want to drink some of 
that clear cold water, Harry. I wish I was 
a fish, I’d come up and look at you, and say, 
‘Don’t yon wish you may catch me?’ and 
then dart away, and lie in the'shadow of 
that bank there all day long. O Harry! do 
give me some water in your hands.” 

“ That’s just the way with all impudent 
little fishes,” said her brother, as he stooped 
and made a cup of his two hands. “ They 
are as cheeky as anything one minnte, whisk 
their tails in one’s very face, and the next, 
they come up and ask to be hooked up quite 
demurely.” 

But, whether in retaliation for this speech 
or not, Lena, after a noisy effort to imbibe 
something from the impromptu goblet, de¬ 
clared it to be a miserable failure—she could 
not get a drop. Then she stood at the edge 
of the stream, and tried herself, and the wa¬ 
ter ran through her fingers, and all down 
the front of her frock. After which nothing 
would serve her but that Assunta should 
make the experiment. The girl’s small 
brown hands hollowed themselves like two 


close-fitting shells, and reaching down she 
filled and lifted them to the child’s mouth, 
who clapped her hands with delight, and 
shouted: 

“Assunta’s done it! Assunta’s done it! 
She didn’t spill a drop. And O, you don’t 
know how good it is! Ton can’t do it, yon 
great clumsy Harry—ask Assunta to give 
you some.” 

Then Harry, after sundry efforts, in which 
I believe he purposely failed, humbly begged 
Miss Fleming to give him some water in her 
hands. I think, for one moment, she hesi¬ 
tated; but to decline was to attach too 
much importance to an act of child’s play. 
With a faint blush she stooped, and once 
more filled the cup made by her fingers in 
the stream. As they stood there, she on the 
strip of shore, her arms lifted towards him, 
he in the water, a little below her, his fine 
profile buried in the girl’s hands, it was a 
group ready for any sculptor. And I seemed 
to foreread the history of those two lives in 
the momentary action. She will always be 
a little above him; but he may drink, an’ he 
list, the pure water of a noble life at her 
hands. 

She dropped them ere he had quite done, 
and some of the water was spilt. The blood 
flushed up to her very brow as she turned 
away. And I knew that he had kissed her 
hands. 

CHAPTER IH 

Two years passed. I was often at the 
Grange in Harry’s holidays, and watched, 
with a keen interest, 'in which sorrow and 
bitterness were blent—sorrow which was 
prophetic for them, bitterness which was the 
selfish cry of my heart for joy that could 
never be mine—the progress of the old 
story. Harry, as he approached manhood, 
became more and more devoted to Assunta, 
and she, after her first struggle, gave np her 
whole heart and soul to him. Of me she 
’ made a friend. She little guessed all I suf¬ 
fered; and spoke to me, more unreservedly 
than she did to any one else, as Harry’s men¬ 
tor, as one whom she implicitly trusted. 
She saw that her idol was but human; with 
brilliant gifts that might lead to his undoing, 
and set in the midst of many and great 
temptations. It is possible that had he been 
more godlike, she might have loved him less* 
—snch are the strange inconsistencies of the 
human heart. For of all the positions in 
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-which a high-souled girl can stand towards 

man, that of his good angel is the one 
which attracts.her most. 

I have often wondered since that this 
growing love upon both sides, to which it 
.‘seemed to.me impossible.that any one could 
: be blind, should have created no alarm in 
•the minds of Mr. and Mrs. Walbrooke. I 
can only account for it by supposing that 
natures, slunk in the slough of a cold con¬ 
ventionality, never dream of the force of a 
first real passion.' It is called “a flirtation 
among the young people,” and is regarded 
as the measles, or. any other evil incident to 
youth, to he “ got over ” far better when 
young, than if the epidemic should be taken 
late in life. Moreover, Harry was at home 
but for a few weeks, twice a year, and as his 
comeliness, his prowess in all field sports, 
and his joviality, made him friends wherever 
he went, he had plenty of counter-attraction 
—or what might be supposed to be counter- 
attraction—iu the county, to neutralize the 
effect of a pair of dark eyes at the Grange. 
It was thus, I doubt not, that Mr. Walbrooke 
.thought upon the matter, if be troubled his 
mind at all about it. When Harry was 
■about eighteen, however—he had then left 
Westminster a year, and was with a private 
tutor iu Sussex—something must have 
.aroused Mr. Walbrooke’s long-slumbering 
prudence. He resolved that Harry, before 
going to Oxford, should travel for a year, 
and during that time I did not go to the 
Grange. 

When I next wisited it, some few months 
.after the heir’s return, and also after his first 
term at Oxford, I found Harry much changed, 

. and not for the better, iu all ways. He was, 
indeed, as affectionate towards me as ever, 
and Assunta’s influence, far from having 
diminished by the year’s absence, seemed to 
have increased. He had also grown into a 
very handsome man. But he was now im¬ 
patient of bis uncle’s control—indeed, of 
any control but hers; and there was a reck¬ 
lessness, a dare-deviltry about him, at times, 
which made me apprehensive for the future. 
Still, whenever she was present, he rarely 
,said or did anything which I.regretted; but 
over our wine after dinner—and he often 
. took more than was wise—he sometimes con¬ 
ducted himself in a way which annoyed Mr. 
Walbrooke extremely. Harry bad imbibed 
Abroad, or at Oxford, liberal opinions, which 
he more than once took this occasion to an- 
. nounce. It was in vain that his uncle 


coughed a stem Tory cough, and that ,1 
■ kicked him under the table; nothing would 
stop him. Then the presence of certain 
guests always disturbed his equanimity; no¬ 
tably that of one Mr. Bidgway, who was a 
constant visitor at the Grange during this 
period. I had seen this person before, hut 
had never noticed him much. It is neces¬ 
sary, now, that I should describe him. 

Theophilus Bidgway, of Hapsbury, was a 
man of mark in the county, I might almost 
say in England. He was preeminently “ the 
man of taste ” of his day; and Hapsbury 
was the culminating pro^f of it, which peo¬ 
ple-who care for such things came long jour¬ 
neys to see. It was more like an Italian 
palace than an English country-house, and 
was open to the charge of incongraity, with 
its statues, and fountains, and marble balus¬ 
trades, in the midst of a bleak Lincolnshire 
park, where the sun seemed never to shine, 
if it could possibly avoid it. But the interior 
possessed miracles of art, collected by Mr. 
Bidgwayin his travels, .and the furniture 
and decorations were all faultless, each room 
in its particular style, no hopeless jumble of 
epochs, such as the dwellings of most bric-a- 
brac hunters exhibit All that you saw 
here was genuine, and all (you were told) 
were in perfect harmony and <4 keeping 
only, somehow or other, the general effect 
left upon the mind was disastrously cold and 
comfortless. 

Hapsbury was more than twenty miles 
from the Grange, but we made an expedition 
there once, in a coach and four, when a party 
was staying with Mr. Walbrooke. There 
were Latin inscriptions, I remember, over 
doorways, upon marble slabs on the terrace, 
on summer-houses and sun-dials—iu every 
possible spot where they could entrap and 
confound the unlettered, and testify to 
the elegant classicality of the master of the 
place. He was, himself, not unlike one of 
those inscriptions; a marble man, highly- 
polished, gilt-lettered, difficult to read. He 
had spent a great part of his life in Italy, as 
some averred, “ under a cloud;” clouds, how¬ 
ever, being but intangible vapors drawn up¬ 
wards from the earth, these were regarded 
by his partisans as the exhalations of a nox¬ 
ious calumny condensed in order to obscure 
an effulgent reputation. And among his 
partisans none was stronger than Mr. Wal¬ 
brooke. That gentleman would never toler¬ 
ate a word against his friend, and ceased to 
invite two neighbors who had . let fall hints 
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that there were passages in Ridgway’s life 
which would not bear close examination. 

All this I learned upon the visit I am now 
describing. He was then a man of fifty, 
•mall, well-preserved, with a fine white akin, 
scarcely creased by age, delicate hands, and 
a mellifluous voice. His manner was as 
faultless as his dress, and everything else 
about him. It was the perfection of good¬ 
breeding. If I spoke, he paid as much at¬ 
tention to what the young artist said as to 
the words that fell from the greatest man at 
table. He listened with his eyes, he sympa¬ 
thized with his smile, he had always some 
apposite and graceful rejoinder. Ho doubt 
this flattered, and, in a measure, blinded me. 
Certain it is, that though there was some¬ 
thing about the man which baffled me, some¬ 
thing which made me doubt, I scarce know 
why, whether he had any heart, or any prin¬ 
ciple, I sided with those who thought him 
very agreeable. His conversation sparkled 
with anecdote, and occasionally with sar¬ 
casm, so sugared that the dull swallowed it 
unperceived. He indulged sometimes, it is 
true, in rather too many quotations and allu¬ 
sions to recondite matters which nine out 
of ten people could not understand; but, af¬ 
ter all, it afforded an agreeable contrast to 
the eternal talk about hounds and horses 
which prevailed in that fox-hunting district 
Mr. Kidgway, I fancy, had never been 
across a horse in his life. It will be under¬ 
stood that the sort of man I have described 
would be uncongenial to Harry. In point 
of fact, he never could tolerate what he 
termed “ that d—d effeminate old prig,” and 
his antipathy was now redoubled by a cause 
to which I shall come presently. Mr. Wal- 
brooke, however, invited Mr. Kidgway none 
the less often to his house; indeed, it .was 
remarked that “ the man of taste ” never 
had been so constantly at the Grange as 
during the last six months. And his ex¬ 
treme urbanity towards his friend's nephew 
made yet more apparent the younger man’s 
rudeness to his uncle’s guest 
Time had wrought only good upon Assun- 
ta Fleming. In the world’s eyes she was 
handsomer; a tall grand-looking creature. 
In mine, the development of her rare char¬ 
acter was what I chiefly saw. Her influence 
in the household was great, and the love 
which all bore her was measured chiefly by 
th«k capacity for loving. Mr. Walbrooke’s 
was circumscribed within certain reason¬ 
able limits; but, as far as his stiff nature 


Would allow, he bad a sincere regard for, and 
an earnest desire to befriend, the penniless 
foundling. Mrs. Walbrooke's was sentimen¬ 
tal and shallow. Lena’s was enthusiastic 
and thorough; she would have gone through 
fire and water for her friend; and yet Assnn- 
ta, as I have reason to know, had the delicacy 
and true wisdom never to make a confidant 
of Harry’s sister. She wa3 fully conscious 
of her own position, and of his; she knew 
how unlikely it was that they could ever 
marry; but every hope of her life was bound 
Up in him, and she could not cast it all from 
her. She was capable of any sacrifice; but 
she was scarcely twenty, and with an impas¬ 
sioned devoted nature, it was asking much 
to expect in her the prudence to shun a 
peril which she was too clever not to foresee. 

But the difficulties of her position were 
now complicated by what, to many young 
women, would have been, a subject of tri¬ 
umph and unalloyed satisfaction. It had. 
been confidently asserted that Mr. Ridgway, 
of Hapsbury, would never marry; that those 
great estates would pass away to some dis¬ 
tant branch of the family, and that Mr, 
Kidgway himself had often, expressed per¬ 
fect indifference as to who should succeed 
him. He had never been subjugated by the 
tender passion, and the requirements of the 
fastidious “ man of taste ” were such that no 
Woman, It was supposed, could fulfil them. 
But It now became tolerably apparent to 
all of us that Miss Fleming bad reached that 
hitherto unattainable eminence, whence ifc 
was just possible that she might be invited 
to step upon the throne of Hapsbury. Hot 
that Mr. Kidgway could be said to be in 
love, or anything the least like it; but he 
admired the girl, as he would have admired 
any noble work of art, watched her, and lis¬ 
tened to her, with all his critical faculties 
on the qui-vive, and smiled complacently, as 
though saying to himself, u There is no fault 
to he found. The picture is in keeping 
throughout. It is the only thing, the finish¬ 
ing touch, which Hapsbury wants to make 
it complete.’* 

It was no less evident to me, when I heard 
our host pressing Mr. Ridgway to return to 
the Grange, and saw, by what contrivances 
Assunta was constantly thrown in his way, 
that Mr. Walbrooke was bent upon bringing 
this marriage about, if it were possible. 
Hitherto the girls had dined early; now, 
Lena being sixteen, it was decreed that, 
henceforward, she and Miss Fleming should 
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appear at the late dinner; and it was gener¬ 
ally contrived that Assunta’s place should 
be nest to Mr..Ridgway. On one occasion I 
remember Mrs. Walbrooke’s asking Assunta 
to drive for her into the neighboring town 
upon some errand, and then, after having 
disposed of Lena in another way, suggesting, 
.at the last moment,, as though the thought 
had just struck her, that Mi^Ridgway should 
accompany Hiss Fleming in her drive, and 
then they “ might go and see the old church 
together,” Such little plots were of daily 
occurrence during his several visits. Was 
Assunta a dupe of them ? or was she so en¬ 
tirely absorbed by Harry, that the thought 
of Mr- Ridgway, as a suitor, never crossed 
her mind? I could not tell. One thing, 
however, was certain; she gave her middle- 
aged admirer no encouragement. She did 
not dislike him; she heard his conversation 
with a certain acknowledgment of its merits; 
she was willing to he instructed about art, 
and she smiled at his polished witticisms; 
but it seemed to be very like reading a book, 
which, while one admits it to be replete with 
information, and in point of style admirable, 
lacks all strong power of interest. 

It maddened Harry to look on all this. 
His animosity against Mr. Ridgway reached 
its culminating point one evening, when he 
lost his temper in the most unwarrautable 
manner. There were several guests in the 
bouse, and when we men entered the draw¬ 
ing-room after dinner, Assunta was sitting 
alone, at a distant table, looking over a port¬ 
folio of drawings which had arrived that 
day. Harry at once drew a chair before her, 
and sat down, so as to completely block the 
passage to and from the corner where she 
was. Mr. Ridgway, who had been separated 
from her during dinner, would have ap¬ 
proached, I saw, but could not. I was stand- 
ing, sipping my coffee, and, as he retired, I 
chanced to be in his way; he stopped. 

“Tour artist’s eye must be struck by the 
effect of Miss Fleming’s coiffure to-night 
That coronet of hair is wonderfully becom¬ 
ing. I never saw her look so handsome.” 

“ I have seen her dressed so, very often ” 
said I, rather curtly; for I was unreason¬ 
able enough to dislike hearing him praise her. 

“ Well, I have not become blase on it yet,” 
he replied, with a smile; “and I confess I 
could hardly take my eyes off her at dinner, 
as she sat opposite me. Like Dante, 

ut —-gli occhi su levai, 

23 vidi lei che si facea corona.’ ” 


Here Mr. Walbrooke, who bad been fid¬ 
geting about for some minutes, and glanc¬ 
ing continually in Harry’s direction, called 
out: 

“ Let us have a rubber. Harry, come and 
take a hand, sir. Here are Lord George 
and Mr. Wilmot ready, and Mrs. Wilraot or 
your aunt will make the fourth.” 

“ They must excuse me, sir. I never play 
at whist now,” said Harry, without rising. 

“Never play at whist? Nonsense! Why, 

I was afraid you did very little else of an 
evening at Oxford.” 

“You said you disapproved of it, so I’ve 
given it up; at all events, during the long 
vacation.” 

“Nonsense! Come, get up at once. You 
know very well ray advice did not apply to a 
quiet game at home.” 

. “ Mr. Henry Walbrooke’s charming defer¬ 
ence to his uncle’s wishes is really touch¬ 
ing,” murmured Mr. Ridgway to me. “ But 
even virtue may be carried to extreme—elt ? 
You remember what Horace says? 

“‘Dura vitant Bfculti vitium, in contraria 
currant.* ” 

“ You don’t think Harry a fool; Mr. Ridg¬ 
way?” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders with a bland 
smile. 

“ Not more than other florid young Nim- 
rods. They all become brutalized. They all 
get, more or less, like their horses and 
hounds. I dare say Nature gave this young 
gentleman some brains, but, you see, as Sir 
Guyon says in the Fairy Queen, 

“ ‘-now he chooseth with vile difference, 

To be a beast, and lacke intelligence/ ” 

In the meantime, uncle and nephew were 
still jangling. 

“ I’m not fit to play, sir. I’m not, indeed. 
I got a bad cropper to-day, and am horribly 
stiff.” 

“ There is no more exertion in sitting be¬ 
fore a whist-table than before a work-table,” 
said Mr. Walbrooke, with some little asperity. 

“ My head feels bothered. I’m too dull to 
play to-night,” rejoined Harry. 

“Then you had better not inflict your 
dullness on Miss Fleming.” 

“ That he will not do, Mr. Walbrooke,” 
said Assunta, with a smile, which I saw cov¬ 
ered some uneasiness. “If Harry is too 
tired to play, I will take a hand—that is, if 
any one will accept so bad a partner ” 
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This, of course, had the desired effect. 
Harry rose, with a bad grace, and limped 
across the room to where the whist-table 
stood. While they cut in for partners, Mr. 
Ridgway, with that perfect breeding which 
reneered all his actions, waited a minute 
or two, and then, without indecorous hurry, 
glided towards the seat left .vaeant by Harry, 
and slid into it The latter looked as if he 
would have liked to kick the performer of 
this very simple act; and I am sure no 
amount of stiffness would have prevented 
him, had he had a fair excuse. 

“ Tou will certainly break your neck some 
day, if you ride in this desperate way,” said 
his uncle, whose serenity being now restored 
had leisure to think of his nephew’s limbs. 
“ I wish you would be mor e careful.” 

“Perhaps you would like me to walk 
round the garden in galoshes and a fur 
coat?” retorted Harry. The allusion was 
too pointed to be missed by any one who 
heard the words, and I felt confident that 
Mr. . Ridgway’s sharp ears caught them. 
But Harry was in that state of irritation 
which made him perfectly callous to the 
effect his intemperate speech might produce, 
and he continued, “Every fellow who rides 
runs some risks. I’d rather live the life of 
a man, and die like one, than be dried up 
into a whitened fungus—something that is 
not a man, nor a woman, either.” 

Mr. Walbrooke frowned, and his lips 
twitched angrily; he turned away. Assunta 
colored up to the roots of her hair. Mr. 
Bidgway, without betraying that he had 
heard a word, leaned across the table and 
said, with a bland smile: 


“So you are a card-player, Miss Fleming? 
Do you know that I possess the first pack of 
cards, said to have been invented to amuse 
poor Charles the Sixth ? If it is true, the 
world is under a heavy debt of gratitude 
to that despised monarch for having con¬ 
tributed to Relieve its ennui for upwards of 
four hundred years.” 

“ Have they not always done more to de¬ 
stroy happiness than to increase it?” sug¬ 
gested Assunta, who, from her uneasy glances 
towards the whist-table, I saw was lending 
but a divided attention to the “ man of 
taste’s ” remarks. 

“A fool who is bent on self-destruction 
will not require cards, Miss Fleming ” was 
his reply. “ He will do so by his tongue, by 
his palate, no matter how —ious les ehemtns 
menent a Rome” 

The covert sarcasm, contrasting with 
Harry’s breach of good manners, told with 
double effect. I saw Assunta wince. Like 
a clever tactician as he was, Mr. Ridgway 
pursued his advantage no further. He ig¬ 
nored his youthful rival from that moment, 
and began discussing the drawings that lay 
on the table before him. There was not a 
place of which he bad not some anecdote, 
some apt quotation in connection • with the 
scene, or some little-known piece of informa¬ 
tion, gathered in the by-paths of literature, 
which he had scoured, and the herbarium of 
which was carefully dried in his memory. 
Assunta felt ranch impressed by his clever¬ 
ness, though she did not hear above one-half 
of what he said. 

[to be continued.] 
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PART SECOND. 


CHAPTER VI. 

R, CREIGHTON started as if ho had 
seen a "host. He did not answer 
Frank, nor notice his offered hand. 
After the first shock he recovered himself 
dexterously, and spoke with apparent 
cordiality. 

“You took me entirely by surprise,” he 
said. “ I had no thought of seeing you.” 

“I came homo to get my fifty thousand 
dollars,” said Frank, throwing himself with a 
wearied air on a sofa. His kinsman observed 
him narrowly. This was no sound man; the 
hand he bad just touched was feverish, and 
the eyes were heavy and stupid with inward 
illness. All this he saw as lie answered in an 
unconcerned voice: 

“Your two hundred and fifty thousand, 
you mean.” 

“No, I do not,” said Frank; “ I am sorry 
that Alicia lias to lose the money, for 1 know 
that rather than do that she would marry me, 
much as she dislikes me; but I cannot help 
it.” 

“But you must remember, Frank, that 
unless you marry Alicia, yon do not get any¬ 
thing more than you have had.” 

“Not by the will,” said Fiank; “but the 
will was an absurdity. It can bo upset if the 
heirs all agree. Dolph Yates promised long 
ago to help me do it.” 

“Dolph Yates!” repeated Mr. Creighton. 
“He knows no more of law than I do of 
horse-racing.” 

“This isn’t his own law.” 

“ Yates can’t claim a dollar.” 

“In right of his wife, he can.” 

“Not a dollar, unless she left a child.” 

“I don’t know or care about that,” said 
Frank. “I know there will have to be some¬ 
thing said and done about it. and I came out 
here to see Alicia and advise her to join me 
in getting that ridiculous will set aside.” 

Mr. Creighton said, as if involuntarily: 

“ How wretchedly ill you look, Frank. I 
did not notice it until now.” 

Frank turned his head aside with an an¬ 


noyed look, and hastily declared that lie was 
well enough now . Mr. Creighton, pretending 
to be delicately ready to avoid an unpleasant 
topic, asked him immediately how long he 
had been in New York. Frank bad not been 
in New York at all. He had merely come 
through it and had not stopped anywhere 
until he arrived at Spencer Ilill. 

“ Who came over when you did ?” 

“ No one I ever saw before.” 

A smile that lie could not altogether sup¬ 
press betrayed Mr, Creighton’s satisfaction 
at this news. All might be amended yet. 
Louis Hamilton looked more like the Frank 
Creighton who had last been seen in New 
York than this man did; and, besides, Frank 
was evidently unable to act just now if lie 
would. With all his efforts to appear at case, 
his bodily discomfort betrayed itself, 

“Will you not come and sec Alicia?” asked 
Mr. Creighton. 

Frank arose, put his hand to bis bead and 
sat down again. 

“Not to night,” he said; “I can’t talk to¬ 
night to a torpedo like Alicia. My head spins 
like a top already, and she would drive me 
completely crazy.” 

“ I think the best thing you could do would 
be to go to bed,” said Mr. Creighton, kindly. 

’ “I believe it would,” said Frank. 

Mr. Creighton conducted him to his own 
bedroom. Although he did not live at 
Spencer Ilill he was there so frequently that 
his suite of rooms were kept ready for him. 
One of this suite was an unusual appendage, 
being a small chemical laboratory. Mr. 
Creighton was fond of chemistry, and was 
really deeply learned in it. Among other 
matters ho had recently been experimenting 
on a new' agent; a powerful anodyne. After 
lie bad left Frank be went into this room and 
took down from a shelf a small phial, and 
stood with it in his fingers, for some time, 
thinking how circumstances concurred to 
make him do what he otherwise should not 
have thought of doing. You are not to sup¬ 
pose that lie thought himself a villain. By 
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no manner of means. An erring man, cer¬ 
tainly, but a deliberate villain ? not Unit. 

“I should be an idiot not to do ivliat is half 
dono.already,” lie thought. “ Besides, lie will 
lose everything if lie puts himself into Yates’s 
hands. I will save the money for him, at 
any rate, in spite of himself. I think I may 
venture to send him asleep for twelve hours 
or so. It will do him good.” 

lie dropped fifteen or twenty drops from 
the phial into a glass of water, and carried it 
to Frank, who bad thrown himself down, 
without undressing, and lay in a sort of 
stupor. Mr. Creighton would have thought 
the attack nothing more dangerous than in¬ 
toxication if lie had not taken too accurate an 
observation to make the mistake. lie roused 
Frank enough to make him drink the con¬ 
tents of the glass, which ho did almost un¬ 
consciously. Then Mr. Creighton went out, 
locking the door behind him, When lie re¬ 
entered the room which lie had left lie found 
a black-dressed little man sitting by the fire. 

“AhI Doctor Joliot!” ho said. “What 
brings you out this stormy night?” 

“ I brought Francis Creighton here,” said 
Doctor Joliot; “I saw him at the station, and 
the weather being bad and lie not very well, 
I saved him the trouble of waiting for the 
station carriage by bringing him over myself; 
but I do not think he will feel like getting 
married to-night.” 

Another lion in the path. Mr. Creighton 
tried the experiment on it, said to be availing 
at times with that beast. He faced it. 

“ 0 yes, lie will,” lie said, laughingly. 
“Stay and see it done. Frank insisted on its 
being exceedingly private, but you are not a 
stranger.” 

“ I should hardly call myself so, since I saw 
them both before any one else,” said Doctor 
Joliot. 

With outward coolness and inward trepi¬ 
dation, Mr. Creighton ushered Doctor Joliot 
into the room where Doctor Ahiorhecs (D.D.) 
and an old lady of the Spencer family were 
conversing. He would try to carry out the 
scheme. If it failed, it failed; if not, Doctor 
Joliot’s presence made his position stronger. 
He went to warn Louis and give him a last 
charge to be silent and sulky. Louis was sel¬ 
dom sulky, but lie set his face rigidly, and cast 
down his eyes as ho entered the room. lie 
passed the ordeal very well. Only Doctor 
Joliot eyed him with a queer gravity of aspect, 

“You are better,” he said; “ I thought you 
were in for a serious illness.” 


Louis colored and looked very much as 
Mr. Creighton bad advised him to look. He 
was spared any further trial by the entrance 
of Alicia, witli a second lady, not old, but 
oldish, who bad been lier •governess and was 
now her major-domo. A very dull wedding. 
No lace, no veil, no orange flowers, no brides¬ 
maids, no guests; a very dull wedding to look 
at, but the least commonplace that had taken 
place that year it is safe to say. 

CIIAFTF.il AMI. 

The clergyman who had baptized and 
buried Creightons and Spencers for the last 
fifty years, adjusted his spectacles and told 
them what they were there for. If lie had 
only known himself! “Francis,” being asked 
if he took that woman to be his wedded wife, 
muttered an almost inaudible “I will.” 
Alicia's “ I will ” was clear and distinct. Mr. 
John Creighton gave that woman to be mar¬ 
ried to that man, and “ I Francis ” made a 
sorry piece of work plighting his troth, and 
again Alicia shamed him by her self-posses¬ 
sion. The bridegroom’s manner was not re¬ 
garded as unnatural, so many men being 
seized with altar-fright at tile decisive 
moment. 

AVhen Doctor Voorhccs should have taken 
the ring from “Francis” his fingers, some¬ 
what palsied, let it fall, and it rolled away. 
The ex-governess stooped to pick it up from 
the spot where she had distinctly seen it rest, 
and could not find it. Doctor Joliot came to 
her aid; the Spencer lady looked, Mr. Creigh¬ 
ton looked; the bride shook out her flowing 
skirt; the bridegroom stepped back; the 
clergyman looked under the table. The ring 
was gone. A pause ensued. Doctor Joliot 
slipped a ring from his watch-guard and 
tendered it, remarking: 

“ This is a wedding-ring. I have always 
worn it, but it would please me greatly to 
have it used on this occasion.” 

Doctor Voorhecs put out his hand. Mr. 
Creighton interposed his own and took the 
ring. 

“Where did this come from?” he asked, 
throwing an extraordinary glance at the 
doctor. 

“ It is an heirloom,” said Doctor Joliot, 
gently resuming possession of it. 

Doctor Voorhccs examined the ring with an 
attention not prescribed in the rubric. At 
first sight it was a plain circle of gold. On 
closer examination it was two slender rings 
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ingeniously jointed together. On the inside 
were some engraved lines and dots looking 
like mismatched letters, which might, by a 
change of the position of the pieces forming 
the ring, resolve into a legible inscription. 
Not being able to make anything of it Doctor 
Voorhccs shook his head, and handed the 
ring to Louis, and with that ring Louis wed¬ 
ded Alicia, and with all his worldly goods did 
lier endow, and finally Doctor Voorhccs pro¬ 
nounced them “man and wife,” and gave 
them his blessing. At that point Alicia, un¬ 
seen, stole a slip of paper into Louis’s hand. 
All her self-command deserted her as soon as 
the ceremony was over. She was pale and 
embarrassed, and after a visible struggle for 
composure she hastily left the room. Doctor 
Voorhecs received his fee from Mr. Creighton. 
It was a little trifle of five hundred dollars. 
If he had known all, he might have thought 
lie had earned it; as lie did not lie probably 
only wished there were more Creightons 
and Spencers to marry. 

When Mr. Creighton was alone with Louis 
he congratulated him. It was exccdlently 
done. 

“Excellently, was it?” said Louis, with 
bitter levity. “Yes, excellently to crown my 
character. I’ve been a fool and worse, often, 
but never before—” 

lie stopped, looking blacker than the night. 
Mr. Creighton looked at him with cold 
wonder. 

“ You surprise me by such a show of feci* 
ing,” he said. “ I took you for a man of the 
world; one who sees things as they are, and 
not as sentimentalists represent them.” 

“I do see them as they arc; and I see my¬ 
self a mean scoundrel. I shall grow used to 
it in time. The first attempt at acquiring a 
taste usually makes one sick; but I’ve no 
doubt that before I die I shall relish swindling 
exceedingly.” 

Mr. Creighton gave him an oblique and evil 
glance, while he laughed pleasantly and asked: 

“ Pray whom have you swindled ?” 

“I have helped a swindler; if I am not the 
rose, I have lived near her.” 

“ You call me a swindler, do you?” 

“ Yes,” said Louis, standing up,and looking 
him full in the face, “ I do. Why,” he added, 
with a derisive laugh, “ I thought you were a 
man of the world, who did not flinch from 
calling a spado a spade.” 

“ Exactly, my young friend; but it is a gross 
affectation of plainness to call a firesliovel a 
spade.” 


Louis only laughed again in the same tone. 

“Where’s my pay?” he asked. 

Mr. Creighton handed him an envelop 
remarking dryly: 

“ Your burst of virtuous indignation made 
me afraid to mention it myself.” 

Louis looked in the envelop. 

“ It is well to know one’s value,” he said. 
“And now what are you going to do with me? 
You’ve read Frankenstein, haven’t you? 
Take care 1 don’t prove as heavy a burden on 
you as that monster did on his maker.” 

“Luckily for us both, you have not the 
cause to annoy me that the monster had to 
pursue Frankenstein. You have the means 
of enjoyment, and the power. If you keep 
your own counsel you are a rich man, and 
free to lead any life you like. If you do not 
it will be worse for yourself than for me. 
Such a story as yours, in our prosaic age, and 
in fearfully real New York, would sound too 
improbable; but that you should have at¬ 
tempted to impose on me would be an every¬ 
day likelihood. If you try to injure either 
me or— Mis. CrcUjhton , you may find your 
next place in Ludlow street. So if your re¬ 
morse grows very poignant you have a means 
of grace before you.” 

With this Mr. Creighton left the room. 
Louis cared nothing for the threat, for he 
had no intention of betraying Mr. Creighton. 
Ilis self-reproach and self-contempt were as 
sincere as they were likely to be transient. 

The note that Alicia had conveyed to him 
recurred to his mind, at the moment. He had 
not yet looked at it. lie took it out, and read: 

“ I must see you before you enter any 
deeper into Mr. Creighton’s schemes. You 
will find me in the room where you first saw 
me.—Alicia Hamilton ” 

He looked at it with a singular expression. 

“Alicia Hamilton. Certainly; she is my 
wife; there is no deception in that. Heaven 
send she be not a fit wife for me! What can 
a woman be who takes part voluntarily in 
such a fraud? I wonder if she is Alicia 
Spencer? I wonder, indeed, if I am I? The 
devil has taken me at my word. I wanted to 
lose my identity and here it is done for me. 
But I may as well obey this summons, for I 
certainly have no mind to enter any deepwr 
into Mr. Creighton’s designs.” 

He opened the door, glanced out into the 
silent and deserted passages, and then slowly 
traced his way to the room indicated by 
Alicia, which his organ of locality enabled 
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liim to find although it lay in an opposite 
wing of the house. When lie entered lie 
found Alicia standing in the middle of the 
room looking wild and pale. As the door 
opened she gave a little cry of terror. Louis 
stopped, bowing ceremoniously. 

“ You wished to see me,” lie said. 

“All! it is you," she said. “ I thought—” 
Sho turned away and walked quickly to the 
window, raised the sash, and stood in the 
wintry wind that rushed in as if it were 
welcome and pleasant. Louis waited until 
she closed the window again and turned to¬ 
wards him. Her hair was milled with the 
breeze, and her color had returned. Sho 
looked at Louis. 

“ You are a gentleman,” she commenced, 
abruptly. 

“ I had some claims to tlio name until to¬ 
night, Now you may call me what you like." 

“now long have you known Mr. Creigh¬ 
ton ?” 

“I never saw him nor heard of him until 
to-night.” 

Alicia seemed surprised. Site looked at 
him steadily, and remarked, thoughtfully: 

“ He lias seen you before.” 

“ So he tells me.” 

“Then, if you are a stranger to him, yon 
are not hound to him in any way.” 

“For this night only,” said Louis, with tiro 
levity dashed with bitterness that was ins 
gravest manner. “I was hired for the 
occasion.” 

Alicia looked down now, and then taking a 
seat motioned to him to do the same. Louis 
obeyed the gesture, and Alicia said: 

“ I do not understand how it came about. 
I tell you candidly you are very dill'erent 
from what I expected. If you had not been, 
I should have left you to Mr. Creighton. Tell 
me how you came to act in this comedy.” 

“ On condition that you tell mo the same 
thing,” said Louis. 

“Certainly. Goon.” 

“You have seen Faust. I am Faust, 
adapted. Ho was an old sage, with money 
enough to live on, it is to be supposed. 
I was a poverty-stricken young fool. My 
Gretchen was a greenback. Mr. Creighton 
was Mcphistopheles. All that is plain enough. 
I cannot imagine your motive.” 

“The same as yours,” sho said, coolly. 
“ Money. Money that I could claim in no 
other way. I am not like other girls. I am 
not a girl at all. I am an old woman of 
twenty-three. I think I imbibed the spirit of 


my tutoress—Mr. Creighton’s mother. She 
was a terrible old woman. Everybody made 
room for her. I could not get out of her way, 
and so I was trained into a poor little female 
prig, with my brains so started with science 
and knowledge that there was no room for 
common sense. My guardian pretended to 
think me a now Corinna, and, between flat¬ 
tering and frightening mo, made me do every¬ 
thing ho bid mo. This marriage bad to bo 
got over. Frank could only get the money 
by marrying me; I only by marrying him. 
Of course we hated each oilier; only Frank 
hated me more than lie wanted the money, 
and was resolute against the marriage. Mr. 
Creighton proposed this scheme, and I agreed 
in it, stipulating that you were to be merely 
brought in for the occasion and sent away 
immediately. Very lately I have had cause 
to realize that I should risk less in trusting to 
a stranger than by remaining in Mr. Creigh¬ 
ton’s power with such a hold over me as this 
will give him. It would disconcert him very 
much if we wore to form an alliance. He 
wishes you to go to Madagascar nr Australia. 
Instead of that, will you escort me to Paris?” 

She said this coolly and freely without 
blushing or faltering. 

“ With the greatest pleasure,” said Louis. 
“ I shall make an excellent courier. I know 
France and Germany as well as I know 
my own name; no, better, as matters stand 
at present. As well as I know my right baud 
from my left.” 

“I shall know that henceforward,” said 
Alicia, smiling and raising her left hand with 
its ring. 

Louis was about to answer when slio 
changed color and said hastily: 

“ There is Mr. Creighton. I)o not let him 
know we have an understanding. Go in 
here.” 

She opened an inner door, and lie found 
himself in a small room littered witli painting 
and sketching materials, sculptor's tools, and 
other kindred objects. Almost every word 
said in the adjoining room was distinctly 
audible hero. 

Mr. Creighton seemed not to have expected 
to see Alicia. 

“IVliat, are you still watching, Mrs. 
Creighton?’’ ho said. “ The day is breaking.” 

“Do not call mo Mrs. Creighton,” she said, 
passionately. “ I hate the name and all that 
belongs to it,” 

“You do not, for a quarter of a million be¬ 
longs to it; and if you hate the name, console 
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yourself for having to hear it by thinking that 
you have no right to it.” 

“That must be a great consolation to judge 
by your usual serenity, Cousin John.” 

“ It is. It would console me, even, for hav¬ 
ing a wife with a tongue like yours.” 

“Arc yon thinking of a wife? Let me 
recommend my late companion, the virtuous 
and exemplary Mrs. Lucy Maxwell. Her oc¬ 
cupation is gone; and she has labored and 
lived so long in your service that she ought 
not to lose her promised reward.” 

Mr. Creighton laughed again. 

“And I have labored and lived too long in 
your service, Alicia, to lose my promised re¬ 
ward. You accepted me once as your 
husband.” 

“Yes,” said Alicia, clearly and scornfully. 
“I did, I did,” she repeated, “and you mag¬ 
nanimously gave me up to Francis Creighton.” 

“ Only to his money, Alicia. I have secured 
that for you, and now I can claim you. You 
are no longer restricted in your choice, by 
anything hut my approval, for, of course, I 
shall not he so simple as to relinquish the con¬ 
trol that this little conspiracy of ours gives 
me over you.” 

“You threaten me, do you? You want 
me to hate you!” 

“ rou know better than that. If I have 
not said what I meant before, it was because 
you had to marry some one else; and because 
with all your freedom of thought, you chose 
to call a word of love from any one hut a 
future husband mi hmi't. All you have to 
do now is to get rid of this changeling 
Creighton, and take a real one in his place.” 

lie tried to take her hand. She drew it 
away as if his touch burned her. 

“ Patience, my dearest love,” he said, in a 
gently jeering tone. “ I only want to look at 
your wedding ring again. It seemed to be 
very curious.” 

“ It is very curious,” she said; “ so curious 
that I would not lose it for the world. Please 
not to touch it.” 

As he seemed to have no intention of heed¬ 
ing her request, she hounded backward, open¬ 
ed the door into Louis’s retreat, closed it and 
bolted it with a laugh that grated on Mr. 
Creighton’s ear, and would have sounded yet 
more disagreeable to him, if he had known 
that the changeling Creighton heard -it also. 
Siie stood by the door listening awhile; then 
opened it and looked out to assure herself 
that Creighton was gone. She turned to 
Louis: 


“You heard what passed. It explained 
more than I could of what I would have had 
you understand of my dislike to remaining in 
my guardian’s power. Now if you please you 
may go away. To-morrow we will speak of 
this again, but do not make any terms with 
my guardian in the meantime; will you 
promise me?” 

“ Willingly,” said Louis. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

After his unsatisfactory interview' with 
Alicia, Mr. Creighton went to visit Frank. 
He was sleeping heavily. While he was look¬ 
ing at him a voice behind him said: 

“Very clever and very audacious, Mr. 
Creighton.” 

lie turned round and confronted Doctor 
Joliot, who had refused to stay all night at 
Spencer Ilall, and had hidden him good-night, 
hut who was nevertheless there. 

“ I do nothing but blunder to-niglit,” said 
Mr. Creighton to himself; hut aloud he said: 
“Well, Doctor Joliot, what do you think?” 

“ I don’t know what to think until you tell 
mo.” 

“ Well, here lies a young man, who insists 
on calling himself Frank Creighton, though 
you can sec for yourself that this is an older, 
stouter and altogether a coarser-grained man 
than Frank, though singularly like him. 
Look at him and tell me.” 

Doctor Joliot examined the sleeping man 
carefully and thoughtfully. 

“ I should say rest and quiet arc what ho 
needs.” 

“Could you not take him to your own 
house, doctor?” 

Doctor Joliot rubbed his fat little white 
hands in each other, and rolled his tongue in 
his mouth as if lie were dissolving a lozenge at 
the same time. 

“Ye-as,” ho said, thoughtfully, “I could do 
that, certainly.” 

“At my expense, of course.” 

“Of course,” assented Doctor Joliot. “All 
ho can do now is to sleep, and I should recom¬ 
mend you to do the same.” 

Mr. Creighton followed the advice, shortly. 
Ilis anxiety did not keep him awake. He 
did, before he fell asleep, almost regret having 
embarked on this enterprise; hut to retreat 
now would he to follow the example of the 
man who waded half way across a stream and 
then waded hack again because the water 
was so cold. To retreat now would involve 
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as much danger as to go on, and more loss. 
He fell asleep therefore, resolving to go on, 
and awoke wondering if he could do so. He 
found the real Frank still sleeping, the false 
Frank flighty and malicious, Alicia utterly 
refusing to sec him, the old Spencer lady 
sleepy, Mrs. Maxwell cross, and Doctor Voor- 
liecs anxious to bo at home, because he was 
asked to a particularly good dinner that day. 

Mr. Creighton sped his parting guests with 
a good will. He did not welcome the coming 
ones so readily, when lie looked from the 
window and saw them at the door. They 
were Colonel Yates and a young lawyer 
named Clarence ITowe, whom Mr. Creighton 
knew by sight and reputation, and against 
whom he had a strong prepossession. He 
received them coolly. Colonel YAtes asked 
for Frank Creighton. Mr. Creighton answer¬ 
ed that ho was not there. 

“He sent me a note last night, asking mo 
to meet him hero to-day,” said Colonel Yates. 

“Indeed?" said Mr. Creighton. “That is 
exactly like Frank. Hero, after a dead 
silence of over a year ho sends mo this letter 
he handed one to Colonel Yates, in a foreign 
envelop addressed to himself, and containing 
these lines in a hurried scrawling hand: 

“Deaii Sin:—Look for me according to ap¬ 
pointment on the 20th to marry my $250,000. 
If there is any parade, I wont do it, after all. 
If cousin $250,000 is willing to marry me in 
that way, I am hers as far as it goes, and 
yours as far as relationship goes. 

“ Fn.vxcts CniuoiiTON.” 

Colonel Yates, in return, handed Mr. 
Creighton his note. It was as curt as the 
other, and as carelessly written. It briefly 
announced the writer's arrival, and asked 
Colonel Yates to meet himatSpenccrllillon 
the following day and bring Clarence IIowc 
with him, adding, “As I shall not marry to 
suit my grandfather's will, of course there 
must be a palaver, and I want it over." 

“I don’t understand what this means,” 
said Mr. Creighton, “ unless that Frank 
changed his mind up to the very last mo¬ 
ment; for ho came out last night, and the 
marriage took place; he left the house about 
an hour ago." 

“ The marriage took place, you say ?" said 
Clarence Howe, stepping forward. “ Do you 
say that Francis Creighton actually married 
Miss Spencer yesterday evening?” 

“ He did,” said Mr. Creighton; “ if you had 
any objection to make, you knew that the 


marriage was in contemplation and yon 
should have been here.” 

“ I should have been here,” said Clarence, 
disregarding the sneer with which tins was 
spoken, “if I had supposed for a moment that 
Frank was at home, and proposed to do such 
a thing.” 

“ I am sorry you were not, for then I should 
have known what interest yon have in the 
matter,” said Mr. Creighton. “ It is hardly 
conceivable that you think yon have any 
right to resent Miss Spencer’s fulfillingan en¬ 
gagement of such long standing,” he added, 
slightly lowering his voice. “However far 
her good-nature may have led her in en¬ 
couraging you, it did not lead her so far as to 
make her wish to bear a name which has 
such an unenviable notoriety as yours.” 

Clarence IIowc changed color at these 
words, but Colonel Yates looked even more 
indignant at the allusion, and would have 
spoken, but Clarence stopped him. 

“ Mr. Creighton,” ho said, “ your uncalled- 
for insult is a greater shame to you than it is 
to me. As Miss Spencer is your ward, I will 
suppose you are at liberty to make any false 
assertion concerning her that' yon please, and 
say no more of it; but no one but a coward 
would taunt a man, and especially one who 
lias never offended him, with a stain upon 
his name which is owing to no fault of his 
own. I am not ashamed to be called Sullivan 
Howe’s son. I believe him to bo an innocent 
man as surely as I know him to bo a con¬ 
demned criminal; but you meant to insult 
me, and I resent the insult on his account 
more than on my own. If you wish to re¬ 
proach me, select some act in my own 
life.” 

“ I am not aware that you have any dis¬ 
tinctive characteristic except being Sullivan 
IIowo’s son,” said Mr. Creighton, suavely. 
“I have already spoken of the only other 
thing I know about you, and with that I ncod 
not reproach you, as your folly has already 
been sufficiently chastized. If I should men¬ 
tion it to Frank, it might bo more so.” 

“Frank Creighton knows that I have that 
to say to him that would effectually close his 
mouth, even if there were a word of truth in 
your insinuation,” said Clarence IIowc; “ and 
you may thank the years that have made yon 
too shameless in vice to bo silenced by any 
reflection on your own life, Hint I do not 
close yours in a more effectual manner.” 

“ Never mind my years,” said Mr. Creigh¬ 
ton. “ I see you have inherited the police 
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court eloquence of Sullivan llowe; if that 
fails, you can try his otli-r remedy,” 

“Creighton!” exclaimed Colonel Yates; 

“ what do you mean by such an attack as 
this?” 

Mr. Creighton meant by that attack to 
divert inquiry from Francis Creighton and 
his present whereabouts. lie did not say 
tins to Colonel Yates, of course. 

"Attack 1” he said. “ When the young man 
has the assurance to tell me that he could 
have broken oil' this marriage if he had been 
here!” Clarence did not hear tins, for ho 
had turned away in still anger. 

“ I did not understand him so,” answered 
Colonel Yates. 

“Perhaps not; perhaps you find it conve¬ 
nient not to understand all that so very 
useful a friend says; or perhaps you are con¬ 
scious that your devotion to Frank’s former 
c/terc untie, Miss Jinny Moore, lias done more 
to further his marriage with his cousin than 
anything could do to prevent it.” 

Colonel Yales was not especially a sensitive 
man, nor yet a modest man, but like many 
fair-faced men, who arc neither the one nor 
the other, he had a habit of blushing when 
he was slightly confused, and this home touch, 
as lie felt it to he, covered his face with crim¬ 
son, although there was no lack of self-posses¬ 
sion in Ills tone or manner when he answered: 

“That is no more your business, Creighton, 
than it is Frank’s. I see, however, that you 
have used your time well in making him be¬ 
lieve some devilish lie. I am sorry I came 
here and sorrier yet that I brought Howe 
here; knowing as I did that you were the 
mauler here, if not the owner. I shall see 
Frank, hut out of tile reach of your ears and 
tongue; but I shall commence a suit against 
you to-morrow; not for the value of the 
money you withhold from me, but to throw 
some light on your double dealings. I am 
convinced you know where my son is.” 

Quite satisfied with the result of his 
strategy, Mr. Creighton was now regarding 
his guests with the most amiable of smiles. 

“You are not going, Randolph, without 
seeing Alicia. She will he offended.” 

“No sir,” said Colonel Yates, “she has been 
quite too well brought up to have any like or 
dislike apart from her guardian; I shall re¬ 
serve my congratulations.” 

lie strode to the door, where Clarence was 
awaiting him, and they left the house. Mr. 
Creighton laughed to himself, as Colonel 
Yates turned his horse short round in the 


drive instead of following the sweep, and gave 
a cut to the horse such as it had never known 
before. 

“Yah! you fool!” was his complimentary 
apostrophe. “ Dash your own brains out, in¬ 
stead of mine, and ho a warning to all 
meddlers! I have sometimes doubted my 
own courage but it was no small thing to dare 
two such muscular Christians as my good 
brother-in-law and his legal adviser.” 

lie was thinking thus when Doctor Joliot, 
came in and walking close up to him said, in 
a hurried voice: 

" I am afraid you did not know the strength 
of your ‘ new agent,’ Creighton. You have 
given him too much.” 

“ lias he not waked up yet?” 

“ Come and see.” 

Mr. Creighton accompanied Doctor Joliot 
to his dressing-room. They had removed 
Frank thither, because it would excite no re¬ 
mark if that room were kept locked. He was 
lying stretched out on the sofa, and though 
his face was still flushed there was no other 
sign of life. Mr. Creighton stooped and 
looked closely in his face and then shook and 
called him repeatedly, without awakening 
any response. The hands were heavy and 
cold as lead. Mr. Creighton had knelt by the 
sofa. He looked up at Doctor Joliot with a 
face that had suddenly grown haggard. 

“ Can nothing be done?” he asked, hoarsely. 

Doctor Joliot looked at him, fixedly. 

“ Creighton,” he said, “ IF«s this an 
accident ?” 

“An accident? Y'cs—if the anodyne was 
too strong—I only meant to keep him quiet 
until he could be put under proper confine¬ 
ment—for he was not fit to he at large—but, 
I never—I never meant—” lie stopped, and 
with a shaking hand wiped the cold drops 
from his forehead and lips, and then resumed, 
“Are you sure lie is—dead? There is color 
in his face, and Ills arm moves easily—see.” 

Doctor Joliot shook ids head slightly. 

“It could not have been what ho took that 
killed him. He was very ill when lie came 
home. Yon saw yourself that he was.” 

Doctor Joliot looked down at the body 
musingly. 

“It may have been some kind of apoplectic 
fit,” ho said, slowly; “his father died that 
way, and he was predisposed to it.” 

“Certainly lie was! It must have been 
that. I only gave him ton drops.” And 
truly he had only counted ten, but had not 
dropped the liquid very accurately, although 
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lie persuaded himself that he had. “Ten 
drops of that stulfin the phial could not hurt 
any one, surely. You know what it is." 

“ No. Ten drops ought not to have hurt 
him. There may have been a reason in his 
condition for its affecting him more, hut you 
could not know that.” 

Mr. Creighton drew a long breath. 

“Thank God!” ho said, and sincerely; 
though lie believed little in either gratitude 
or God generally. “ I don’t pretend to regret 
the poor follow very deeply, hut I would not 
have hastened his death.” 

Doctor Joliot was convinced; and he had 
needed conviction. To conceal a murder 
was one tiling. To conceal an unfortunate 
accident tliijt would look so ill, was another, 
lie agreed with Mr. Creighton that the body 
must bo disposed of secretly. No one had 
known of Francis’s being there but himself; 
no one, tiiat is, upon whom Louis Hamilton 
could not be imposed. He offered to manage 
the concealment. If lie was detected, it was 
but confessing to body-snatching at the most. 

“ lint if he should he recognized.” 

“Look at him,” said Doctor Joliot, with 
professional calmness. “ No one could recog¬ 
nize him. That saucy impostor will sooner 
be recognized by Frank’s dearest friend for 
him than that disfigured corpse.” 

Mr. Creighton shuddered and turned away. 
Doctor Joliot continued and arranged all the 
details of his plan for removing every evidence 
of Frank’s unfortunate visit to Spencer Hill 
and its fatal end. He would see to it, 1m 
said. Ml. Creighton left it to him. lie did 
not enter the room again until late at night 
when Doctor Joliot summoned him to give 
his aid to convey the body to a disused family 
tomb on the estate. But the event had for 
the time unnerved him. lie left Louis and 
Alicia umvatchcd to arrange a plot against 
him. He had to watch that room with its 
ghastly secret, and to enable him to think of 
it, ami endure its presence so near him, ho 
had recourse to an unusual expedient with 
him. He was an exceedingly liard-hcadcd 
man, and withal a very temperate one, but by 
the time Doctor Joliot called him a decanter 
of brandy that had been full in the morning 
was empty, and his head was unusually 
confused. _ 


CHAPTER IX. 

Coi.oxr.i, YATF.s’sliorso clattered over the 
frozen road at a rate that soon left Spencer 
Hill far behind. Then he drew in the reins 


and, as the horse settled into an easy trot, 
turned to Clarence and said: 

“That was a gratifying visit. The old 
scoundrel is so overjoyed at having wound 
Frank round his finger at last, that ho could 
not lie civil. lie hates me worse than the 
devil at any time, and you too, I think.” 

“If ho had only been ten years younger,” 
said Clarence, “ but it docs not matter. I 
should not have allowed him to provoke me, 
for it was evidently his intention. I shall see 

Frank for all that. He lias acted like a-” 

he made a long pause. 

“ Like a fool,” said Colonel Yates. 

“Or worse,” said Clarence; “but I wont 
say that. Frank is lash and not over-keen, 
and Mr. John Creighton is very clever in 
working on a weak point. I will get out here, 
if you please, Dolpli.” 

“ Why?” 

Clarence made a motion with his hand 
towards a house in the distance at the right. 

“ I am going up to see my father,” he said. 

“ I can drive yon a little nearer than this,” 
said Colonel Yates, turning again. “licmcm- 
ber to ask him about my case. I am resolved 
to bring the suit. I have offered Creighton 
to give up all claim if ho would toll lue where 
the boy is—but he will not.” 

Clarence knew the story of the lost hoy. 
When Randolph Vales and his wife, John 
Creighton’s sister, quarrelled and separated, 
years before, there was a contest for the pos¬ 
session of the only child, a little boy. The 
father took it by force from the mother, and 
the mother stole it from the father, and 
finally Mrs. l r atcs succeeded in concealing 
the child so effectually that the father had 
never been able to trace it. Colonel Yates 
added to this one tiling now to Clarence: 

“When Henrietta was in her last illness, 
she sent for me, but I did not get the message 
until too late. The last day of her life she 
had a long interview with her brother, I have 
learned, which was, partly at least, about the 
boy. I am almost certain that Creighton 
knows where ho is. I am sure ho did know 
at one time. I don’t care about the money, 
but the question is, whether Ilcnrietta’sclaim 
died with her, unless she left a child. 
Creighton says it did. I say it did not, but 
that she already had inherited.” 

“I will consult my father,” said Clarence, 
as they stopped again at the entrance of a 
drive. 

“ How long shall you be gone?” 

“An hour, certainly,” said Clarence. 
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“Drive up, then,” saitl Colonel Yates, pass¬ 
ing Jihn the reins, “ and take me up on the 
way. I have some business in the neighbor¬ 
hood, ami il’I have to wait I shall walk along. 
I suppose it is hopeless to think of Howe’s 
seeing me? I very much wish he would.” 

“Utterly hopeless, I am afraid. I have 
spoken to him, but he has but one answer.” 

Colonel Yates got out, and assuring Clar¬ 
ence that he was going where he could not 
drive, and that he should only have to leave 
the horse standing in the cold if lie took him, 
they separated. Colonel Yates walked a 
little way on the road, and then struck into a 
field path which ho followed for nearly half a 
mile, and then abandoning all paths, passed 
along the banks of a stream and through a 
wood. He paused in a secluded spot, where 
a high evergreen hedge screened a paling, 
and skirted the small enclosure until became 
to a place where the hedge changed its 
direction and ran oil* at light angles. lie fol¬ 
lowed it until he found a place where lie 
could force himself through. He was now in 
a lane, bordered on each side \Vitli the same 
hedge, and loading to the gate of the enclos¬ 
ure. Colonel Yates walked to the gate. It 
was closed and locked. There was a small 
space within, where the dead grass of the past 
summer lay white and matted,and a yew tree 
drooping over a low-browed building over¬ 
grown with brambles and wild vines. Over 
the door it bore the name of Spencer. It was 
a family tomb, and disused, and which had 
not been opened since Colonel Yates’s own 
wife had been laid there ton years before. 
The door was usually closed with an upright 
slab. Tills had recently been removed, as if 
to replace the sunken lintel, and lay on the 
ground near, together with some working 
tool, and the iron door was disclosed. Colo¬ 
nel Yates looked at it, and attempted to open 
the gate, but it was strong and securely 
fastened. 

“lie has taken the alarm,” said Colonel 
Yates to himself. “ I am too late, I am afraid. 
I will try, however, to-night.” 

lie turned and left the place as he had 
come, and rejoined Clarence. He said 
nothing to him about his visit to the tomb, 
but as soon as he returned to New York 
sought for another, and, one would think, a 
less likely confident in Dill Moore. He told 
him what he had seen, as if Bill were already 
acquainted with bis object, and added: 

“ I am sure that my merely speaking of 
opening the tomb has put him on the alert. 


I think from the looks that the iron door lias 
not been opened yet; but I am not going to 
say any mole about it. I shall make the 
search to-night.” 

Bill nodded. 

“ Do you want me to do it?” he said. “ Or 
have you changed your mind?” 

“Yes. I want you to do il. You can do 
it better than I, and then—I am afraid.” 

“ IIo!” said Bill; “I don’t believe that.” 

“I am,” said Colonel Yates. 

"I’m not,” said Bill; “and if I was, I’d do 
it to oblige you, colonel. You’ve been a good 
friend to me, and I may want you to be 
again.” 

“I wish you’d do more credit to my friend¬ 
ship, Bill.” 

“ I’ll do nil I can,” said Bill; “ I can’t make 
myself over again. I’ll do anything with my 
bands, and some things with my bead for 
you—all I can; but don’t ask me to be moral 
and respect able. I wasn’t born so, and it 
isn’t in me to be it.” 

When the lust train from New York ar¬ 
rived at a little way station near Bohmcnvntd, 
Bill Moore swung himself off the last car 
while the train was still in dangerougly rapid 
motion and ran down a dark road, leading 
away from the few houses in the place. It 
was a gusty moonless night. Bill knew the 
country well, for be traversed it by short cuts 
and by-ways until ha came near a house, and 
heard the restless stamping of a horse in a 
stable, and the low deep growl of a dog. Bill 
stooped down and patted him on the head. 

“ Don’t you know me, Bully?” lie said. 

Bully did know the man who bad reared 
him from early puphood. In a moment of 
weakness he sacrificed public duty to personal 
friendship, ami remained silently close to 
Bill, while lie crouched listening on ilia 
ground. There was some one stirring about 
the place yet, late as it was. Bill thought 
that some one walked by him at a little dis- r 
tanco, but the swaying of the shrubbery and 
the noise of the wind made it difficult to be 
sure of tins in the dense darkness. After 
waiting some time he rose and ran across the 
grounds, threw himself over a low gate, and 
found himself in the same lane which Colonel 
Yates had entered, but at the other extrem¬ 
ity. He followed the lane until he reached 
the gate of the burying-place. It was still 
locked, but be was provided with tools and 
skeleton keys, and the latter gave him speedy 
entrance. lie felt bis way to the vault door, 
and cautiously threw against it a gleam of 
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light from a lantern which ho now produced. 
With the same ease as he had opened tho 
gate, he unlocked the door, hut paused as ho 
was about to push it open. 

“ The colonel is right,” ho said. “ It is a 
pokerish joh. They say this hasn't been! 
opened for ten years, and before then only 
once for twenty years.” 

lie gave the door a push with Ids knee. 
It swung slowly inward with a harsh grating 
screech. lie hastily descended the steps, 
closing the dour nearly behind him. He 
would not own to himself that it was any¬ 
thing except the close clammy air of the 
vault that made his breathing thick and 
short, but swore a little to encourage himself, 
and advanced several steps. Then ho stopped 
and hold up ids lantern. It swung to and 
fro, making lurid waves of light on a shifting 
margin of black shadow. Hero they glanced 
on tlie mouldering remains of the first Spen¬ 
cer who was laid there, here on a tarnished 
plate recording the hundred years that one 
had lived before ho was brought to his last 
rest, hero on a span long casket bearing a 
name that had only been bestowed to grace 
a collin-lid. Grave morals these for a man 
that cared to read them. Hill Moore did 
not, hut even lie felt them. Tie gave ids 
lantern a toss, as if to drive such thoughts 
away, and turned about. 

“Now for tho one I want. It is the last 
one put in.” 

As lie said tins, his eyes fell on a plain 
chest tliatdidn’tseem toliave been there long. 

“ This must ho it,. There is another one 
inside, I take it." 

lie put down his lantern, and with a small 


bar of iron, sharpened and flattened at ttio 
end, forced up the lid, which was only nailed. 
As lie bent to do this his eye fell on part of 
an inscription written on a tin plate on the 
side—" unmarked remains removed from the 
old burjing-grouiid—” 

“ I’m not going to open thal," lie said, 
hastily dropping the lid which ho lmd taken 
hold of to wrench from its slight fastening. 
He looked again. Now lie read another in¬ 
scription : 

“Henrietta Anne, only (laughter of John Henry 
Creighton, and wife of John liandolpli Yates.” 

This was what lie was looking for. nc 
commenced removing the screws from the 
lid. As lie took out the first lie fancied lie 
heard a groan, lie stopped and listened. 
All was still. Ho went on, and lmd removed 
tlie third screw when the sound was repeated. 
He raised his head. A long sighing gust of 
wind from tho partly opened door swept 
through the vault. That was all. He went 
on again steadily, but with a haste that be¬ 
trayed inward nneadness. The last screw 
from the head of tlie coflin was taken out. 
He throw it hack with an averted face, and 
putting his hand inside hurriedly passed it 
around and beneath the pillow. Ill a tninuto 
lie withdrew it, closed on a small square par¬ 
cel, and filing the lid into its place while lie 
examined his prize. As he did so lie heard a 
sudden sound, and a hoarse hollow cry like 
nothing human or animal he had ever heard. 
An indistinct form, a bird face, with sot and 
glassy eyes, was there in tlie darkness. For 
once in ids life Hill Moore felt utter deadly 
fear. Without a second glance ho dropped 
his lantern and hounded out of the vault. 
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A REPUTATION AT STAKE. 
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PART FOURTH. 


CHAPTER X. 

rTAHE blinds were closely drawn in Hie prct- 

A l y back at Chestnut Villa, though 
only the pale November sunshine, breaking 
fitfully through masses of leaden-gray clouds, 
struggled against the windows. Everybody 
about the house walked with light hushed 
steps, and spoke in whispers, with sad grave 
faces. Little Theo was ill—dying, they 
thought. He had been taken suddenly and 
violently worse, and the preparations which 
Mis. Huntington and Grace were making to 
go away were thus abruptly interrupted. lie 
had been hovering between life and death a 
week now, and the poor mother thought, as 
she looked in the little unconscious (ace, how 
much easier it would bo to leave him beside 
his little sisters in the pretty hillside burial- 
ground, than to part with him, knowing ho 
would be brought up to forgot and despise 
her. Perhaps Heaven would have pity on 
her, and take her darling where he would 
know—he would know there, she believed. 

Mr. Huntington 1.. over his sick boy 

witli a sort of lioree anxiety. Ho seemed to 
have given up all but him, and his strong 
passionate nature clung to him with the wild- 
cst intensity. If Theo shouM die—the hu¬ 
man heart so needs ami hungers for human 
lovo-possibly he might relent and take back 
h;s wife. Grace, who had hoard and read a 
great deal about the " uses of bereavement,” 
from those people who assume to know just 
why ((oil takes away thosu we love, thumdit 
that possibly little Theo’s life was to be sac¬ 
rificed to break her father’s inexorable will. 

Rut I heo did not die. Slowly and almost 
imperceptibly life and strength came back to 
the slight little form, and by tho middlo of 
December ho was able to ride out. 

There was no further excuse for delay, and 
with a heavy heart Amy Huntington again 
resumed her packing, though she begged of 
Grace to remain. 

“ 11 "HI not be so hard to leave Theo ” she 
said. ' 

I know, mother; but father will care for 
him very tenderly and carefully; he will 
have everything ho wants but us, and you 
mother, you will have nothing-nobody un¬ 


less I go. Yes, I shall go,” she said, firmly. 

I am going to work for you; you shall see. 
I used to think it something rattier deroga¬ 
tory to a person to work; now, I think it 
must bo something grand to bo able to stand 
alone, independent and self-sustaining.” 

“ 1!,I| | n, y c l>'ld, have you thoughUiow it 
will affect your future prospects?” Mrs. Hun¬ 
tington said, with a faint sigh. “For me it 
does not matter; the sun of my life has pass¬ 
ed its zenith, and if the decline be dark and 
hopeless, tho setting is not far off. Rut you, 
love, are on tho threshold oflife. How can I 
lut you doom yourself to this fate? You will 
lose tho opportunities for such a settlement 
in life as you have been educated to expect, 
and you know tho Montgomery pride; you 
cannot expect to retain Fred.” 

“Mother,” Grace said, a little of her old 
gayety flashing out, “ as strange as it may ap¬ 
pear, and unnatural as it may be, I really 
don’t think a ‘settlement in life’ has ever 
been one of my special hobbies. I don’t 
think I have had any very great expectations 
concerning it, and as for my most unexcep¬ 
tionable Fredoric, I think I could bear even 
his loss with a stoicism that would astonish 
you. I’d rather lose him a thousand times 
than you, mother darling, and I am not going 
to lose you, and I will, perhaps- Hut we 
win wait amt see. I sent him a note, asking 
him to come up this evening. I shall not 
tell more than I think he has a right to 
know,” she said, quickly, noticing the flush 
that rose to her mother's temples; “ nothing 
Mat, only that through a painful misun¬ 
derstanding—and it is only that—yon aie to 
live in a state of separation from your hus¬ 
band, and I choose to abide with you rather 
than with him. This much the world will 
know, try to hide it as we may. It will spec¬ 
ulate, as it always does in such cases, and 
most probably blamo you; that Is tho fashion, 
you are aware; a woman always gets tho 
blame, a man the sympathy, in cases of this 
sort. Fred has been out of town nearly a 
month, but was to return yesterday or to-day, 

I hardly think any one knows of our going, 
save the housekeeper who came a week ago. 
And, by tho way, do you know that I think 
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Gates got that woman ? I believe the whole 
tfihiur is projected and carried on by him, 
and 1 would not sfc-y in the house, even if 
you were to stay, if father insisted in keeping 
him here.” 

“ I hope she will be good to Theo” Mrs. 
Huntington said, softly—“ this Mrs. Orley. 
I think ho fancies her. X hope he will, my— 
my pi»«*r little Theo!” the quick tears spring¬ 
ing to her eyes. 

Mr. Frederic Montgomery arrived in Ar¬ 
cadia safely from his journey. He had been 
down in Pennsylvania visiting his maternal 
relatives. These relatives were mostly solid 
German-American farmers, comfortable and 
well-to-do, but not descendants of a prince. 
Consequently, Mr. Frederic Montgomery was 
a sort of superior being among thorn. In their 
estimation and his own, particularly the 
latter. It is unnecessary to say that the 
gentleman had enjoyed his visit, after mak¬ 
ing the above statement. It is human na¬ 
ture to enjoy being looked up to, and consid¬ 
ered “good and great,” and of little bettor 
clay than one’s fellows, and Fred Montgomery 
had a good deal of human nature—of this 
particular sort. 

Naturally, then, he arrived in Arcadia very 
well satisfied with himself and the rest of 
the world. It was probably owing to this 
circumstance of his general geniality of fuel¬ 
ing that he greeted Mr. Kdmund Gates so 
warmly as he did. He had never felt partic¬ 
ularly cordial toward this gentleman since 
he had suspected him of being a sort of rival 
for Miss Huntington’s favor. 

a Wb.it is the news at the villa?” Mont¬ 
gomery asked* very soon after the usual 
greetings had been interchanged. “Alicia 
wrote me that Theo was very sick;” ho 
would not say that he supposed that to be 
the reason Grace had not written; lie didn’t 
care for Gates to know she had not. 

“ The boy is better, so he rode out yester¬ 
day. He will be well enough to leave, soon.” 

“To leave? Where is he going?” asked 
Montgomery. 

«J-Jxeu.sp inc; to be left, I ought to hare 
said,” was the careless answer. “ I speak of 
this to you. as of course you know the family 
secrets. Of course, I wouldn’t allude to it to 
any on° else.” 

“I don’t kno\v what you mean,” Montgom¬ 
ery said, looking a good deal puzzled. 

'* You don’t mean that you are not aware 
of ttm separation about to take place between 
Mr. and Mrs. Huntington?” Gates asked, 


with an exquisite air of astonishment. “ Has 
not your ladylove informed you of her heroic 
resolution to share the fortunes of her exiled 
mother? You should be proud of that girl, 
Montgomery. I trust you are.” Mr. Gates 
spoke with a good deal of feeling, and a Httlo 
gush of admiration and pride, for his friend. 

“Are you telling me the truth? Is this 
disgraceful thing so?” Montgomery asked, 
as soon as he could find voice. 

“ 0, don’t take it in that way, my friend,” 
Gates replied, soothingly. “ I don’t think Miss 
nuntington will think of giving you up on 
account of this little trouble. Indeed, as she 
loses her father’s countenance and protection 
by her course, she will so much the more 
depend on yours.” 

Something womlerfull)’ like an oath es¬ 
caped Fred Montgomery’s lips. 

“ What is this ‘ trouble,’ as you call it?” 
he asked, crossly, lie didn’t feci near as 
good as he did a half hour before. 

“ O, some sort of an irregularity on the 
part of the lady previous to her marriage, I 
believe. Huntington has only just got hold 
of it, and, well, he isn't disposed to * forgive 
and forget/ and so my lady is 'going to 
travel.’ But your Jhmcec will probably en¬ 
lighten you as to the particulars better than 
1 can, who, as an outsider, cannot be expect¬ 
ed to know the whole truth. I trust we shall 
see you at Chestnut Villa this evening; these 
young iover3 arc so impatient; and so, uu 
revoir.” And with a graceful bow and a 
bright smile Mr. Gates walked leisurely away. 

There was a council of war called* at the 
Montgomerys, and a backward movement 
decided on with great unanimity, Alicia only 
indulging in any sort of a “ fling.” 

“You might have married Georgia Castie- 
reatrgh, if you hadn't been a fool,” she said— 
well, not very politely, perhaps, but then sho 
was angry, and angry people are not always 
perfectly polite. 

“ I trust it is not too late now,” Mrs. Mont¬ 
gomery rejoined, hopefully. 

Mr. Frederic Montgomery did not come 
to Chestnut Villa that evening, but in his 
stead came a very brief ami very polite note, 
in which lie expressed the greatest friendship 
and respect for Miss Huntington, and the 
conviction that, under the circumstances, she 
would consider it the wisest course to forget 
that they had ever been more than friends. 

Grace read it through, and then very coolly 
laid it on the grate, a faint expression of 
scorn on her face. 
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“So he has heard, and this is the proof of 
Ills ‘love/ which he has talked so much 
about,” she said, slowly. “ Well, if love is so 
fragile a plant that it is killed by the first 
cold breath, I don’t care to have it. I have 
an impression that 1 shall survive the blow,” 
she added, a little bitterly, a faint flush of 
anger reddening her cheek. She knew that 
she had never cared particularly for Fred 
Montgomery, but it was extremely humili¬ 
ating to her pride to be thus coolly rejected 
by a man whose professions of love she had 
made a sort of football of these two years. 

JJut there was little time for sentimental 
regrets, even if she felt any, for only two 
days remained of their slay at Chestnut 
Villa; only two days before they were to go 
out from the wealth and luxury of their 
beautiful home, into the world of care, and 
toil, and struggle. 

Mr. Huntington said, in a cold unmoved 
tone, that “ if Grace chose to leave her home 
be was not to blame, and should not consid¬ 
er himself under any obligation to make pro¬ 
vision for her.” Whereupon Grace said, in 
her haughtiest tone, that t% she would accept 
nothing from him whatever." But Mrs. 
Huntington knew the world better than her 
young daughter, and when her husband put 
two hundred dollars into her hand, she put 
it quietly in her pocket. They would need 
it enough, she knew, and in her heart she 
said, “I have a right to this; there is no 
reason why 1 should hesitate to take it, since 
it is all he will give me that is my right.” 

She had ceased to tremble and grow faint 
and heartsick when she thought of leaving 
her home now. She had a good deal of pride, 
oiul it woke up at last and said to love, “ you 
are weak; see what I can do.” If it were 
not for Theo, she thought, she would not 
mind it so much. The first bitter pang was 
over, and her heart was exhausted with the 
struggle. Anything was better than to live 
as she had done these last weeks—to be so 
near, and vet, O so far, very far from him I 

And so the morning of their departure 
came; a chill raw morning, with a lurid sun¬ 
rise and ragged masses of gray clouds blow¬ 
ing up from the south. The leafless arbors, 
the silent fountains, the dead leaves drifting 
before the wind—ah! how well they were in 
keeping with the heart of Amy Huntington, 
in their utter desolation and loneliness. 
What would her boy say when the night 
came down ami she did not return? Possi¬ 
bly he might grieve for her—possibly die, as 


he had done. The thought drove her nearly 
wild. 

“ 0 Richard, I cannot leave my child! Let 
me stay somewhere that I can see him. 0 
my little Theo!” she cried, pleadingly, for¬ 
getting her pride, her new resolutions, every¬ 
thing but the pale face of her boy, as she 
had kissed it on the pillow before light, for 
she darctj not excite him with a parting 
scene. 

“Madam, the carriage waits,” he said, 
coldly. 

“ O Richard, let me stay!” She tried to 
clasp his arm, but he threw her from him 
impatiently. 

“ Do you know that 1 detest scenes?” lie 
asked, angrily. 

Grace drew her mother's arm through hers v 
and led her out the door, down the broad 
marble stops to the carriage. The driver 
assisted them 'ns, the trunks were already 
gone, and there was nothing more to wait 
for. And yet the driver stopped a moment, 
busying himself about Ills horses. Perhaps 
lie thought Mr. Huntington might have some 
word of farewell, some sort of leave-taking 
he might wish to go through with, but as no 
one came out, and the door was closed, he 
drove away. 

There were few people at the Arcadia 
station, and those few did not seem to notice 
them particularly, from which Grace con¬ 
cluded that the story .was not generally 
known. It was a little relief to know even 
this much. It seemed as if she could not 
bear the curious, impertinent or pitying 
glances of these people just now. At this 
moment, a slight figure came swiftly round 
the corner of the building and went in. It 
came directly up to them and stopped. Grace 
felt annoyed and angry; whyshould she come 
there? hadn’t she brought trouble enough to 
them already? If it had not been for her, 
Arthur would have been at home to help 
them, instead of in prison—or, perhaps—she 
shuddered, she could not finish the sentence 
even in her thoughts. 

Winnie Lester’s delicate face was flushed, 
but there was a resolute look in it, and the 
blue eyes burned with a steady fight, 

“ I heard last evening,” she said, in a low 
sweet steady voice, “ that yon were going to 
New York. Alicia Montgomery was my in¬ 
formant. Is it true?” 

Grace bowed a little stiffly. 

“ I do not know but that you have plenty 
of acquaintances there,” she went on, with- 
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out noticing Grace's coolness, “but if you 
have not, or even if you have, 1 would like to 
have you make my brother’s—I call him 
brother—acquaintance. lie is settled over a 
society there, now ’’—this just a little proud¬ 
ly—“and perhaps you might happen in at 
his church sometime. If you wished n friend, 
or a favor of any kind, he would be at your 
service, and consider it a pleasure.” 

“ Thank you,” Grace said, haughtily. 

'bind here is ids address,” holding out a 
slip of paper. 

“Excuse me; I think I do not care for it,” 
she replied, turning away. “Ah, there is 
the train ; come, mother,” moving away with¬ 
out so much as the slightest of bows to 
Winifred. 

Ilut Jlrs. Huntington reached out and took 
tile paper. 

“ Thank you, Miss Lester,” site said, gently, 
“ and good-day.” 

Winnie smiled brightly, a hopeful encour¬ 
aging smile, and the voice in which site re¬ 
sponded had something strong and brave in 
it. It was a little tiling, a fancy perhaps, but 
Mrs. Huntington felt a sudden infusion of 
life ami courage, and the clear voice and the 
hopeful earnest face haunted her like a 
pleasant dream, as they whirled swiftly away 
from the dear familiar places. 

Grace, meanwhile, was nursing her pride 
and anger. To think that she should come 
down to triumph over them in that way. 
“Doubtless Alicia Montgomery lind told her 
all, even to Fred’s escape,” she said, bitterly, 
to herself. “Well, perhaps it was natural 
she should like to see them humiliated ; they 
had done nothing to win her good-will. Hut 
she need not make that miserable pretcnco 
of doing them a favor—a furor!” the proud 
blood rising to her forehead; " well, what 
were they but beggars? Anybody might 
Insult them with ‘ favors’ now.” 

Attiiis moment Winifred Lester was warm¬ 
ing her little chilled hands before the bright 
wood fire in the open grate, in the cosy little 
sitting-room. It had been a long cold walk 
to the station, but she did not mind that; 
she did not mind that other coldness either, 
she said to herself; she expected it. Site 
wished, though, that they would feel differ¬ 
ently towards her, now that ho was—was 
dead! Site said this with a little choking 
sob, despite her strong efforts to bo calm. 
Day after day the fear had grown more and 
more to a certainty in her heart, that Arthur 
Was dead; site dared not think how he had 


died, for if he was alive she knew that he 
would have answered her letter. 

CHAPTER XI. 

OiiDiNAini.Y when people meet with re¬ 
verses or dishcartcntnents of any sort, the 
thought that induces them to turn from 
country to city is the probability of finding 
more and better chances of employment. 
Whether they reason wisely or not, I shall 
not stop to discus9. I only wisii to disclaim 
any such purpose or thought on the part of 
Mrs. Huntington and Grace, when they de¬ 
cided to go to New York. The one chief 
idea with them was to find obscurity; a place 
to hide away from the curious impertinent 
world. In a largo city they could live as 
isolated as they chose; they could seek em¬ 
ployment without anyone knowing or com¬ 
menting upon it; they could even be “poor 
and proud,” that unpardonable sin in the 
eyes of country folks, and no one know or 
care about the fact. If they went to a coun¬ 
try village, their antecedents would be spec¬ 
ulated upon and politely inquired into. Mrs. 
Huntington would be naturally supposed to 
bo a widow, and sympathetic callers would 
condole with her upon her “ bereavement,” 
with kind inquiries as to the exact date her 
husband had died, and what lie had died of, 
and where they lived at the time, and what 
his business was, etc., etc. If all these in¬ 
quiries were not satisfactorily answered, and 
every particular entered into witli frankness 
and minuteness, without any suspicion of 
concealment or evasion, or “keeping some¬ 
thing back,” then they would at once become 
subjects of speculation, and surmise, and 
gossip. Talk about country isolation and 
privacy! There is no such tiling under the 
sun—at least on the civilized globe. Either 
go into the heart of a great city or a great 
wilderness, ye who wish for isolation and 
obscurity; never into a “quiet country 
village.” 

Heliold, then, our exiles at their lodgings 
in a semi-gcntcel street, up two flights of 
stairs, such lodgings consisting of a small 
parlor and bedroom opening therefrom. Tho 
furniture was comfortable and neat, but very 
unlike the elegance which characterized 
Chestnut Villa. Of course, they did not ex¬ 
pect it, but still the contrast struck them 
chillingly. Things, not really so in them¬ 
selves, looked poor, and shabby, and mean, to 
eyes so long accustomed to elegatico and 
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luxuriant surroundings, and appointments. 
It takes more heroism tlmn we suspect to 
come from affluence to indigence gracefully 
ami cheerfully. 

I must record the fact that Grace Hunting- 
ton was not just the sort of a heroine to take 
wp sweetly and naturally anything which 
came to her hand. She was proud and re¬ 
bellious, ami chafed at the restrictions that 
met her at every turn. She didn’t like living 
iu the same house with all sorts of people, 
and she showed it by ignoring them altogeth¬ 
er when they met by chance on stairs, or in 
halls, or at the tabic, for they took their 
meals at the public table of Airs. Whitney’s 
establishment, Airs. Huntington quietly in¬ 
sisting, when Grace suggested a private table. 
“ SYe cannot afford it just now,” she said. 

Then arose the great question, u What 
shall we do?” Grace was rather enthusias¬ 
tic about work. She had some very exalted 
idea! theories iu regard to“ its dignity.” Of 
course, tin's work was to be something con¬ 
genial to her tastes, something for which she 
was peculiarly qualified by culture and edu¬ 
cation. Music, of course, suggested itself; 
that is one of the staple dependencies of 
reduced gentility. Equally agreeable hi pros¬ 
pect were drawing lessons and French class¬ 
es. Of course, in a great city like New York, 
she would have no difficulty in finding either. 
Prices, too, would be good, and they could 
soon live differently, and more by themselves. 
She had decided that her mother should do 
nothing; she would work for her, she should 
Jean on her young and vigorous arm. A little 
glow of enthusiasm and pride stirred her 
pulses at the thought-, and full of undoubting 
faith, lolly ambition, and happy self-assur¬ 
ance, she sot out the week following their 
arrival to inaugurate the project which sho 
bad decided upon, which was to obtain a 
position as organist in some one of the many 
city churches. She had prepared a list of 
them, carefully omitting, however, the one 
where Mark Russell was the junior pastor. 
“She would starve before she would go 
there,” she said to herself. She expected 
Winifred Lester would write to him that 
they were in the city, and why Uiey were 
there—the girl was so officious—but she had 
resolved, if she met him by chance in the 
street, not to recognize him. Sho desired 
iif’illier favor nor friendship from Mr. Russel), 
site said, haughtily. 

So sure was she that should meet with 
succor that she hesitated a little about the 


church to which sho should first offer her 
services. You see how perfectly unsophistica¬ 
ted she was in all that appertains to the real 
practical world of work. Poor Grace! sho 
had so much to learn, and from that sternest 
and most uncompromising of schoolmasters, 
experience. 

It is useless to follow her applications one 
by one, and their rejection, sometimes kindly, 
sometimes peremptorily and almost insolent¬ 
ly, because the reader, if much acquainted 
with life, lias known from the outset that she 
would fail. Unknown, without references or 
recommendations, there was little chance for 
her acceptance, even if the churches had not 
been already supplied, which they of course 
were. A week nearly had been consumed In 
this effort for employment, and now it was 
Christmas, and the holidays were not a favor¬ 
able time to attempt finding music scholars, 
her next resort. And so she waited, nursing 
her mother in the meanwhile, who had not 
been quite welt since they came, the result of 
sorrow and anxiety, doubtless, more than 
disease. 

It was the tenth of January before she 
made another attempt to find employment. 
She was far less assured this time, but the 
four weeks had made such an inroad into 
their funds that she dared not wait longer. 
She had no idea living was so expensive, 
such very ordinary living, too. Well, she 
would live much poorer before sho would ask 
him for assistance. She was not sorry for 
the part she had chosen, and she would do 
just as she had done if left to choose a hun¬ 
dred times, she said, resolutely; yet all the 
time shrinking from the hardness which was 
so new to her. 

The same experience repeated itself with 
slight variations in her attempt to get schol¬ 
ars as in her previous effort. The variations 
were disagreeable, however. She was sub¬ 
jected to impertinent questionings—at least 
sho considered them so—insolent rebuffs, 
and, hardest of all for her to bear, cool super¬ 
cilious scrutiny, and intimations of inability 
to teach what she professed. 

At first she was haughty aiul carried it off 
regally, but she grew humbler as her chances 
diminished, and managed to appear meek, 
though her blood burned in her veins like 
fire. She had met with, as she thought,every 
possible variety of treatment, from indiffer¬ 
ence to positive insult, hut there still remain¬ 
ed one phase more to fill up the measure of 
her experience. 
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Mrs. Augustus Everson was a very shrewd, 
economical woman. The old adage that 
“ every man is the architect of his own for¬ 
tune,” needed revising and enlarging in this 
case so as to read “ every man’s wife, etc.” (I 
am not sure,-'upon the whole, hut it should 
be so amended altogether.) Mr. Everson 
was a rich man} Mr. Everson’s wile had 
made him so. She was not a bad sort ol 
woman, but she calculated the necessities of 
people, and profited by them. It didn’t cost 
Mr. E.erson half as much to maintain his 
establishment as it did others who lived in 
the same style. Mrs. Everson had a happy 
faculty for getting work done cheaply, and 
she looked out, personally, that it was done 
well. If it was not she didn’t pay for it, an 
argument at once brief and effective. Mrs. 
Everson had three children; or rather, two 
children and a grown-up son, Mr. Julius 
Antony Everson, a young gentleman of the 
period, if I may use a slang expression, which 
I do not quite like to use, hut I know of 
nothing else which so clearly expresses his 
character. The two children were girls of 
thirteen and ten. Of course, Mrs. Everson 
intended to have them accomplished, but she 
did not intend paying nut extravagant sums 
to compass (hat end. Therefore, when Grace 
Huntington called to see if she had any 
scholars who would like to bo taught music 
or french—she had added this towards the 
last—it at once occurred to her that this was 
her opportunity. She saw at a glance that 
plie was a novice in professional life, and 
though she went through the accustomed 
form of asking for references, she was not 
displeased when the girl said she had none. 

“ I suppose your terms would be based 
upon your inexperience—that is, you would 
not expect to command the wages paid to 
teachers of experience, mid known ability, 
and character?” she asked. 

Grace winced a little, but even this was 
more encouraging than anything she had 
met with, and so she said quietly: 

“ I would make a reasonable allowance. 
Have you more than one scholar?” 

“ I have two daughters who would take 
lessons if satisfactory arrangements could ho 
made.” 

There was a brief statement of business 
matters, arrangement of terms and so forth. 
J forgot to say that Julius Antony was pres¬ 
ent during the interview, occupying himself 
by staring very boldly and admiringly on the 
would-be teacher. The prospect was that 


Grace would get two scholars, at least, and 
Mrs. Everson her usual good bargain. The 
arrangements were nearly concluded, when 
Mrs. Everson said: 

“Perhaps I am hasty hi taking you with¬ 
out a recommendation, Miss Huntington.” 

“ Pretty faces recommend themselves; they 
are the very nicest sort of references,” said 
young Everson, with a meaning laugh, and a 
look into Grace’s face which sent the indig¬ 
nant blood to her forehead. She Hashed a 
look of scorn upon him, but he only laughed, 
“ My dear, you wouldn't take another pupil, 
would you?” he asked, sauntering toward 
her in an easy familiar way. 

Grace drew herself up to her full height, 
and never, in the beautiful drawing-rooms of 
Chestnut Villa, had she looked more queenly 
and haughty, as, with a cold smile and a slight 
inclination of the head, she replied: 

“Thank you; I would not, nor itmj in this 
house I 9 And without waiting for a servant 
to show her out, she walked through the 
hall and down the steps, her lace crimson, 
her eyes seintillnnt with angry fires. 

There is no need that I should fill pages 
in delineating experiences that have been 
written over and over again with little varia¬ 
tion, for human nature and social customs 
are so alike everywhere, ami struggling effort 
meets with so nearly the same dishearten- 
incuts anti rebuffs, that the history of one 
in its main features Is the history of all the 
rest. This hard and humiliating road from 
nlllucuce to dependence 1ms been travelled so 
often by tender untried feet, that the drops 
of blood arc fresh along the way continually. 

The winter dragged heayjJy away; the 
spring came in with lagging reluctant steps. 
One after another all the move genteel em¬ 
ployments—popularly considered—had been 
tried, but in vain. The ranks were full, there 
was no place anywhere for a single new re¬ 
cruit. There had been but one resource left 
—the inevitable needle, atid this Mrs. Hun¬ 
tington and Grace had accepted. They no 
longer boarded with Mrs. Whitney; it was 
too expensive. Instead, they rented two 
small rooms down a narrow gloomy street, 
where the sunshine only seemed to make it 
closer, and drearier, and more rcpcllaiit, and 
the thought of spring came only as a taunt¬ 
ing mockery. Here they kept house, doing 
their own cooking and washing, sewing at 
heavy coarse work fourteen or fifteen hours a 
day. Nothing different from what thou¬ 
sands do, perhaps, but no easier for that fact. 
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B’Jt the great mass of working women have 
this advantage—they are accustomed to it. 
Care, toil, deprivation are second nature to 
them. Indeed, it is not properly deprivation, 
the lack of the little luxuries ami enjoyments 
of competence, for they know nothing of 
them. They have doubtless fancied what 
they might be, wished for them, most likely, 
in a vague inexpectant way. But to the 
tenderly-reared, the inexperienced, those ac¬ 
customed to ease, ami luxury, and abundance, 
those who look back to some beautiful past, 
to these come, I think, more than to all 
others, the bitterness of struggle. The dig¬ 
nity of labor—all the fine generalities of 
theory, the ideal glory of struggle—all, all go 
down before the constant pressure of steady, 
unremitting, unrecompensed toil, so new, so 
hard, and so hopeless to them. 

And yet this discipline was working the 
grandest results in Grace Huntington’s spirit 
and temper. She did not know it, she did 
not even suspect it, so quietly was this great 
change going forward. Iler mother some¬ 
times wondered at the meekness, and pa¬ 
tience, and courage which she manifested 
under vexations that used to anger and an¬ 
noy her, and the cheerfvilncsa and sweetness 
with which she mot discouragements. 

CHAPTER XII. 

The waves of fortune had tossed Hick 
Mallory to and fro in a careless manner since 
his discharge from the employ of Huntington 
& Gates, immediately after the safe robbery. 
They had never carried him hack to Arcadia 
—he didn’t intend they should. Dick 
Mallory didn’t exactly like to think of Arcadia, 
for some reason or other, though lie used to 
believe it the most lovely and delightful 
place in the world. 

Well, one morning early in March, Hick 
Mallory walked up the streets of San Fran¬ 
cisco. He had been in California a month or 
more. Strangely enough he didn’t like; ho 
didn’t really like anywhere of late, which was 
stranger yet. lie had no exact idea why ho 
came to San Francisco, unless possibly a 
latent thought that lie might embark for New 
York. Suddenly somebody grasped his 
shoulder from behind. He wrenched him¬ 
self away with a nervous start, then glanced 
round hurriedly. 

“Arthur Huntington!” he exclaimed, in a 
tone of quick joyful surprise. 

There was a cordial grasping of hands—a 


grasp that did not let go for minutes, as the 
two men gazed into each other’s faces. 

“I—I thought you were in Vera Cruz,” 
Mallory said, hesitatingly, “ how did you get 
away?” 

“ 0,1 sailed away a free man. You see 
Burke got well, and I paid a fine for ‘ disturb¬ 
ing the peace,’ and that was the end of it. 
But, Mallory, I might be lying in prison at 
this moment—ay, lying there all the years of 
my life, and he would not care.” 

“You mean your father?” 

“Yes. Such a letter as ho wrote mo! I 
believe I was fool enough to cry over it. You 
see I was weak and discouraged, then, and I 
so longed for one kind hopeful word. But it 
did not come. Well, it’s all over now, and I 
am trying to forget it. It brought it hack to 
see you. But how happens it that you have 
left Arcadia? I thought you were a fixture; 
you were something of a favorite, I remem¬ 
ber; and he didn’t have so many that one 
was troubled to remember them.” 

“ I came away after the robbery,” Mallory 
said, a faint color showing through his brown 
skin. “I might as well tell you the whole; 
he discharged mo.” 

“ What robbery do you mean ?” he asked, 
in surprise. 

“Then you didn’t know—you hadn’t 
heard?” the color growing deeper in liis face. 
“ It was so long ago—last October. You see 
the safe was robbed of over fifteen thousand 
dollars—•” 

“ But he didn’t think you took it, Hick?” 
he interrupted, in a tone of surprise. 

“No, but I was watchman, you know, and 
it was in the night that it was taken.” 

By this time the blood had crept to the 
temples and up to the roots of the pale, 
sandy-brown hair. Arthur noticed that he 
looked embarrassed and said: 

“Nonsense, Dick! I wouldn’t mind it. 
It’s not the first act of injustice he has done. 
Well, I suppose they got the money again?” 

“No sir, they hadn’t the last I knew,” he 
answered, quietly, 

“When did you hear from Arcadia, 
Mallory?” Arthur asked, rather abruptly, 
and with a little thrill of eagerness and 
anxiety in his tone. 

“ I had a letter from there a few days ago. 
I didn’t know before about the separation. 
Your father and his partner, Mr. Gates, and 
the boy are living alone at the Villa, now. I 
suppose of course there are servants, and a 
housekeeper most likely.” 
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“Good heavens! wlmt do you mean?” 
Arthur cried, in a quick sharp voice. 

“I really wish I hadn’t met you, Mr. 
Arthur, though I was glad enough at the 
first,” Dick said, half regretf ully. “ I toll you 
nothing but bad news. I might have known 
you didn’t know this if you didn’t know the 
—the other. I don’t know what ’twas about, 
but your father and mother separated last 
December, ami Miss Grace went with her.” 

“But where'are they—where did they go? 
Of course ho provides a proper place for them 
to live, somewhere!” he exclaimed. 

“I don’t know. I only know they have 
gone.” 

“Dick,” Arthur said, after a moment, his 
voice softening and his eyes brightening, “ I 
don’t suppose you know anything about 
Winnie—Winnie Lester, do you?” 

“Well, I can tell you some good news 
about her, and I know you’ll be glad to hear 
it, because you used to be such great friends. 
You remember that young Bussell? Well, 
he lias turned out first rate. lie is a preacher 
in Now York city with a big salary, and of 
course he wouldn’t let Winnie and her 
mother stay in Arcadia and sew for a living, 
specially as he calculated to marry the girl 
sometime. So he has moved them to New 
York, and I heard they were going to bo 
married, right away. They say her mother 
is delighted with the match, and I suppose 
it’s a great thing for the girl, for they say lie’s 
going to make one of the smartest ministers 
in the country.” 

As Dick Mallory went on the light died 
out of the soft brown eyes, the bright young 
face grew suddenly haggard and old, ami a 
fierce, reckless expression hardened the lips 
just now so tremulous with tender feeling. 

“ In the fiend’s name, stop!” he interruptcd, 
sharply, as Mallory concluded the last 
sentence. 

Slowly it dawned through poor Dick’s 
brain that his “ good news ” was the crudest 
stab of all, beside which the others were but 
breaths of summer air. It came back to him 
then that there had been a rumor there 
had been trouble between Arthur and his 
father on her account. He had for the mo¬ 
ment quite forgotten it, but remembered of 
seeing them together, and once of Arthur’s 
saying “ Winnie Lester was his best friend.” 

“Perhaps it isn’t so,” he said, laying his 
hand on young Huntington’s arm. “ Maybe 
it’s only a rumor along of her going to New 
York to live. You see they might have gone 


there on their own account. The talk is that 
there is some prospect of Mrs. Lester’s gelling 
back some property or other that was lost, or 
stolen, or something, a good many years ago. 
There is a New York lawyer got hold of the 
case, and maybe that is why they went.” 

“ l hope to Heaven she will get it!” he ex¬ 
claimed, with strange vehemence. “ It will 
be justice—poetic justice, as they tell about— 
and I, well, I care very little what becomes of 
me. Mallory, let us go hi and get a drink 
and forget the world and all there is in it.” 

“No, Mr. Arthur; thank you all tiie same, 
but I never drink liquor, now, I’ve sworn off 
since—since I see it hurt me,” he stammered, 
a little confusedly. 

“Sworn off! And what of that? haven’t 
I sworn off, too? Dick, as Heaven hears me, 
I’ve not tasted a drop of liquor since I left 
Arcadia, and—but never mind! Come, you’ll 
not refuse me this favor after so long a sepa¬ 
ration. Besides, if you go back, as you say 
you will, you can tell them that I’m going to 
the devil as fast as*possible.” 

He said this in a hard desperate way, and 
with a short bitter laugh. 

“Don’t talk so, Mr. Arthur, don’t,” begged 
Dick, “or I shall never forgive myself for 
telling you what I have. I wish I had been 
struck dumb afore I did it, any way. Come, 
let me tell them—let me tell Miss Grace, you 
know bow glad she’ll be—only good news of 
you. Let me tell them what you just said— 
about not drinking, you know, and—” 

“ O, tell them whatever you please, good, 
bad or indifferent, it’s all the same to mo, 
and I fancy it will be to them. But stop; 
you can tell anybody who asks, that I shall 
never come back again, and so whatever I 
may he, I shall not disgrace my friends. 
Good-by, Mallory, if I don’t see you again; 
and don’t reproach yourself for anything you 
have said. I should have learned it all 
sooner or later, and what’s tho^difference? 
Better go in, old fellow.” 

“ No,” Dick said, with a shudder, “ not if 
you’d give me all the gold In California.” 

The two men parted a moment after and 
though Dick Mallory tried to find him that 
afternoon, he could not. Some one had seen 
him going through the street in a half-crazed 
state of intoxication about noon, and that 
was the last that had been seen of him. 

“I was never so deceived in a man in my 
life,” said a gentleman, standing by. “Sinco 
I have known him I have never seen any¬ 
thing which gave the least chance of suspicion 
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that he was addicted to intemperance. I 
thought him one of the most promising 
young men of my acquaintance. There are 
very few men who could give such a series of 
lectures as ho has been giving hero in this 
city. Was ho an acquaintance of yours,sir?” 
turning to Dick. 

“ I used to work for Ids father in the State 
of New York, sir,” Mallory responded. “ Ills 
father is a rich man.” 

“Ah? I never heard him mention his 
friends. I had an impression that he was 
one of those talented, energetic, ambitious 
young men who fight their way from poverty 
and obscurity to wealth and fame, by the 
strong force of their own indomitableness, 
and perseverance, and geidus. He seemed so 
determined to succeed in whatever he under¬ 
took, as if some great purpose or ambition 
was constantly spurring him on—I do not 
understand it; I thought it was wealth and 
position, the incentive to most men’s efforts.” 

Hick Mallory had been in New York a 
week. He had learned by careful inquiry 
that Mrs. Huntington and Grace were there, 
somewhere. He did not go to Arcadia, but 
there was a certain Katie Leeds who lived 
there, and said Katie had rather a weakness 
f<»r the young ex-watchman, winch led her 
into, at his rather timid request, a cor¬ 
respondence, which of course was made up 
largely of news and gossip, Katie not being a 
particularly brilliant imaginative writer, either 
sentimental or abstruse. It was through in¬ 
formation received from her that Mallory 
came to New York. He didn’t kuow who 
else to go to but Miss Grace, and he felt so 
badly about his unfortunate agency in 
Arthur’s fall, that ho could not rest till he 
had confessed it to some one,and perhaps sho 
could write to him and help him some way. 
There was something else he wanted to say 
to her—another confession—but he wasn’t 
sure as he should say anything about it, ho 
grew so nervous and hot and trembling every 
time lie thought of it. 

Notwithstanding the fact that Katie had 
written that Mrs. Huntington was separated 
from her husband, he still expected to find 
her living in elegance and style somewhere in 
the best part of the city, among the very 
wealthiest residents. Ho never once thought 
that a man who was rich in Arcadia—or 
rather, the rich man of Arcadia, was not the 
rich man of New York; the comparative esti¬ 
mate of city and country was an unknown 
science to him. So, as I said, he expected to 


find Mr. Huntington’s wife, though there teas 
some sort of trouble between them, living in 
affluence. It was quite impossible for him to 
conceive of them living otherwise, they had 
always seemed so grand and wonderful to 
him—Grace and her mother—that he had a 
sort of vague idea that they were a kind of 
superior order of beings, not liable, like com- 
mou people to misfortune, and pain, aud 
poverty. 

For nearly a week Hick Mallory searched 
that part of the city where he was sure Mrs. 
Huntington lived. He haunted particular 
localities, waylaying servants, and appealing 
to the police for information. Then he be¬ 
thought 1dm that Mark Russell might know 
where they were, though he remembered the 
Huntingtons never associated with the 
Lesters. Nevertheless ho might know where 
they were, and so he inquired till he found 
the church where Mr. Russell preached. 
Meeting a man near it he asked where the 
pastor of that church lived. For a wonder 
the man was able to give him the information, 
and after a considerable trouble he succeeded 
in finding the house, an elegant granite 
building, with broad marble steps and heavy 
silver plate on the door. 

“I guess Mrs, Huntington don’t live in 
much taller shape than Winnie Lester, now, 
any way,” he said to himself as he went up 
the steps. 

“I would like to see Mr. Russell, if you 
please, sir,” he said, to a servant who answered 
his ring. 

“Mr. Russell?” the man asked, looking 
poor Dick over and through, with his cool 
indolent eyes. 

“Yes sir. Doesn’t he live here? I was 
informed he did,” Dick said, humbly, begin¬ 
ning to feel as if it was a great importinenco 
to ask such a fine looking gentleman as this 
questions. 

A girl came down the stairs with a brush 
and dust-pan in her hand. 

“Mary,” called the man, “do you kuow 
whether there’s any person in the house by 
the name of Russell ? This fellow says some¬ 
body told him lie lived here.” 

A door to the left immediately opened and 
a gentleman came out in slippers and dress¬ 
ing-gown. He was a man of sixty-five or 
seventy, gray-baired, but with a fresh face 
and clear, bright, searching eyes. He came to 
the door and greeted Dick with a pleasant 
bow and genial smile. 

“I heard you inquiring for a Mr. Russell,” 
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lie said, “ nr rather heard that you had In¬ 
quired for him, Is it ltev. Mark ltussell you 
would like to see?” 

•‘Yes sir, it is,” Dick said, with an eager 
step forward. There was something so kind 
and attractive about this man that lie was 
not at all afraid of him, and the “crusher” 
had retreated into the background now, look¬ 
ing n little less assured than lie had done. 
“A gentleman told me lie lived here—I am 
sure I haven’t mistaken the number.” 

“ No, l think mil, your mistake is of another 
kind. Did lie toll you Mr. Russell lived 
here?” 

“lie told me the pastor of - street 

church lived here, and that is where he 
preaches.” 

“And so do I,” was the smiling reply, 

“preachat- street church. Mr. Hassell 

is the junior pastor, and I the senior. Y'ou 
see how easily the mistake was made? Mr. 
liussell lives more than a mile from here, hut 
lie is not in the city just now, lie is at Fonda 
on exchange; or rather he went there for 
that purpose, and lias not yet returned.” 

“ Tlianlc yon, sir. I beg your pardon for 
troubling you,” Dick said, apologetically. 

“ No trouble at all, sir, except to you,” was 
the hearty answer. “ I am very glad I oyer- 
lioard the inquiry so as to set you right.” 

“ I'm not much of a mootin' character, but 
I’d go some ways to hear him preach,” Dick 
said, as 1m walked away, a little glow of 
pleasure stirring in his heart, 

Bv-.-ind-bv his thoughts came, back to the 
original difficulty. Where or how should he 
find Grace Huntington? He was hurried 
along by the crowd, but ho walked aimlessly, 
his brain busy trying to think of some way to 
accomplish his wishes in that respect. Ho 
had got down into the business portion of the 
cilv. and the crowd grew denser ami more 
hurried. Suddenly a young lad carrying a 
bale of goods Oil his shoulder jostled against 
him, sending him in turn against a lady so 
violently that she staggered and dropped the 
large package she was carrying. Ho stooped 
and caught it almost before it touched the 
sidewalk, and as lie gave it back into* her 
hands, lie glanced up at her face. 

“ Good heavens—Miss Huntington 1” ho 
exclaimed, catching his breath with astonish¬ 
ment. 

“ Dick Mallory!” she returned, frankly ex¬ 
tending her hand, an unmistakable look of 
pleasure on her face. 

Dick to >k the pretty slender hand with an 


overwhelming sense of awkwardness and 
embarrassment. In his thought of the inter¬ 
view lie should have with her ho had never 
dreamed of such a presumptive thing as tak¬ 
ing her hand. He expected to stand by the 
door, with his head uncovered, and speak to 
her very humbly and modestly. 

“Come in here,” she said, opening a door, 
" I want to see you a moment and one can’t 
stop on these crowded sidewalks.” 

He followed her into a store so vast and 
fine that lie could do nothing but stand still 
in amazement. She carried the package ton 
counter and a young man took it and carried 
it to tile hack part of the store. Then she 
came back. 

“ Have you been to Arcadia?" she asked, 
eagerly, a faint tremulousness in her voice, 
“ and did you see Tlieo?” 

“ I’ve not been to Arcadia, Miss Grace, 
since—since I was turned away,” lie replied, 
in painful confusion. 

“O!” site said, in a disappointed tone, the 
brightness fading a little out. of her face. 

“ Ilut I have been looking alt over the city 
for a week trying to find you,” he rejoined. 
“ I saw Sir. Arthur—” 

“Arthur 1” she cried, interrupting him, “0, 
thank God!" 

“ I know you would be glad to hear some¬ 
thing. even if it wasn’t just what you would 
like to hear of him, and so I have been trying 
to find you. Y’ou sec I heard you were not 
in Arcadia just now.” 

A sudden wave of color crossed her face. 

“ Tell me about Arthur, is. lie in prison?” 
she asked, in a low quick voice. “ Don't lie 
afraid to tell mo the whole truth; I have 
learned to bear hardness with composure.” 

“Arthur is free in San Francisco. Tito 
fellow that lie bad tlie trouble with got well, 
and that released him. Hut I wisli you’d 
write to him, Miss Grace. I reckon he is a 
little disheartened and—” 

“Dick, is it the old trouble?” she inter¬ 
rupted, sadly. 

" Yes, miss. Hut they said he was getting 
along splendidly; ho worked at civil engineer¬ 
ing days and gave the most wonderful lectures 
evenings—real grand and eloquent and 
learned, you know—till—till I told him about 
Winnie I.ester—and—and—” 

“What did you tell him about Winnie 
Lester?” she demanded, turning sharply 
upon him. 

“About her being married, or going to be 
married to Mark Russell, and her coming to 
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Now York with him to lire. But I never 
thought—Miss Grace—I did not mean to do 
it. I’ve been lialf wild about it ever since, 
mul that is what I’ve been searching so 
closely to find you for. I thought maybe if 
you wiote him a real hopeful, tender kind of 
a letter—not blaming him, or letting him 
know you had heard anything—” 

“Do you think this nows you told him 
about Winifred Lester was the cause of Ins 
backsliding? you say he was doing well?” 
she asked, abruptly. 

“Yes, I am sure it was that—I know it 
was,” he said, positively. “And as for his 
doing well, everybody in the city could tell 
you that; folks were quite wild over his 
‘genius,’they called it. You’ll bo'sure and 
write to him?*’ he asked, with pleading 
eagerness, his bronzed face full of a touching, 
remorseful sorrow. 

“ Yes, I will write to him before I sleep,” 
she said. “ Now I must go and get my work.” 

“Work?” ho asked, in a tone of blank 
amazement. 

“ Certainly. I work for these people, take 
sewing to do. It is my own choice,” a 
touch of the old pride in her tone, 

“But your father—” 

“ I have had nosortof communication with 
him since last December. But we will not 
talk about it; it is not a pleasant subject,” 
a faint spasm of pain contracting her face. 

“Then you don’t know about Mr, Gates’s 
marriage?” he asked. “I had a letter from 
Arcadia, ami ’twas half full of it.” 

This was, in his own opinion, a very adroit 
manoeuvre whereby the conversation was 
turned from wlmt lie saw was a very tender 
subject. The old vague resolve of making 
some other confession, or confidence, went 
down under that manoeuvre. 

“All!” she asked, starting. “I am heartily 
glad to hear it,” she added, after a slight 
pause. “ Who is the lady, any one in 
Arcadia?” 

“ It is Miss Alicia Montgomery. They had 
a great wedding, and have set up housekeep¬ 
ing in grand style. Mr. Gates has bought 
Morley’s place, you see.” 

“Your work is ready, Miss ITuntington,” 
the clerk said, in a quick brisk voice. 

“ I thank you for letting me know about 
hint” she said, in a low tone. “ I must leavo 
you now—goml-day.” 

Miss Huntington went over to the waiting 
clerk, and Dick Mallory plunged again into 
the hurrying, struggling tide of humanity 


that surged up and down the busy street. 

“I am not quite ready to take this,” Miss 
Huntington said, coming up to the counter. 
“If you will lay it aside a short time you will 
oblige me. I will call for it.” 

She turned ami walked out with a quick 
resolute step. Iler face was pale, but her 
eyes and lips were steady. Outwardly there 
was little to show the fierce, sharp struggle 
which had been going on in Her heart for the 
last few minutes. She walked quickly for 
nearly a mile, then she slackened her pace. 

“ It must bo near here—No.— east twenty- 
second street,” she repeated, mechanically. 
“Ah, here it is,” 

She ran up the steps and rang the bell. A 
quiet lady-like woman, rather past middle 
age, came to the door. 

“Does Bov. Mark Bussell board here, 
madam?” she asked, in a tone as calm and 
even as if her heart were not beating loud 
enough, it seemed to her, to be heard above 
her voice. 

“No, he does not, no did,formerly,before 

his family came. They reside at No. 19- 

Avenue, now.” 

“Thank you,” Grace said, politely, and 
turned away. 

“ Ills family,” she repeated, her voice falter¬ 
ing. “Perhaps the story is tvue, after all; I 
was so sure it was not! But I must know— 
O Arthur—Arthur, if only this hope does not 
fail l” 

A gentleman a little in advance of her, 
with a valise in his hand, stopped to look in 
at a florist's window. Something familiar 
about the step and poise of the head made 
her pause. Another moment and she step¬ 
ped to his side and said in a quiet tone; 

“ Mr. Russell, I believe?” 

“ Miss Huntington,” he responded, prompt¬ 
ly, smiling and offering his hand. 

There was something inexpressibly frank 
and winning about Mark Bussell. It was one 
of the secrets of his popularity, I suspect. 
People may respect and reverence grave, reti¬ 
cent, dignified men, but they do not like 
them with that strong hearty liking that is 
own brother to love. The last vestige of 
Grace Huntington’s lingering pride and 
prejudice vanished at the clasp—manly and 
firm, and honest she instinctively knew—of 
his hand. 

“I have been hoping to meet yon,” ho said, 
in his easy cordial way, "because, though 
strangers, wo are not in reality so, as this 
mutual recognition proves.” 
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“And I came out purposely to see you,” she 
said, quietly. 

“I)o you like pictures? but of course you 
do—come In.” 

Do opened llio door and they walked down 
tbe long gallery together, till they came to a 
quiet place where there were no loiterers. 
Then he turned towards her with a bright 
encouraging smile. He had noticed the 
blood coming and going in iter cheek, and 
knew it was hard work for her to keep the 
appearance of calmness. 

“I am going lo ask yon a very impertinent 
question, Mr. Dussell,” she said, raising her 
eyes to his face. “I do not ask it from any 
idle curiosity—I know you will not think 
that. Are you married—or about to be, to 
Winifred Lester?” 

“Married to Winnie—77” lie asked,witii a 
look of surprise. “No indeed, Miss Hunting- 
ton. Neither Winnie nor myself ever enter¬ 
tained such an absurd thought. She is n 
very dear little sister—that is all.” 

“O, / am so glad.'” Grace cried, (hen 
recollected herself and blushed. “ Let me ex¬ 
plain as quickly as possible before you begin 
to entertain doubts of my sanity,” site said. 
“Von are doubtless aware of the relations 
wliicb have existed between Miss Lester ami 
my brother Arthur. Delias been led to be¬ 
lieve that she is married, or soon to lie 
married to you. Arthur isn’t just what t 
wish he was, but I cannot give him up, lie. 
has so many virtues witii his one vice, ami 
besides,” her voice faltering, “ I love him well 
enough to forget that.” 

“ Let me forestall your errand," he. said, in 
such a cordial approving tone, that the last 
shadow of her embarrassment vanished. “ It 
is something about Winnie?'’ 

“ Yes. I want she should write to him—if 
she still cares for him, of rnurse—and I want 
you to tell her that I ask it as a favor to 
myself, as well as to him.” 


“I will, Miss Huntington•, and I shailbe 
the bearer of very good news to my little girl, 
I know.” 

They walked out then, he carefully and 
adroitly turning (lie conversation to imliller- 
ent subjects, as the excitement burned aiitilo 
too brightly yet in her face. 

Grace Huntington bad taken her work- 
how dreadfully heavy it seemed—from tho 
store, and was hastening homeward, fearful 
that her mother had become alarmed at ber 
long absence. There was a sudden block of 
carriages at one of the crossings and she was 
forced to wait several minutes. A splendid 
span of black horses wore impatiently champ- 
ing their hits, and rearing on their hind feet 
Looking first at the horses, ske glanced next 
to tho colored driver swelling witii im¬ 
portance, and then ber eyes fell upon the in¬ 
mates of the elegant open carriage. She felt 
the blond go back to ber heart from her face, 
leaving ber feeling O so cold and rigid; but 
her powerful self-control did not forsake ber 
even when she saw llie cool mocking look on 
one face, at least. She walked across the 
street directly under tile horses’ heads, her 
step proud and linn. A light mocking laugh 
—bow well she remembered it—came back to 
her ears, and then the crowd mercifully caino 
between. 

“ Mother," she said, a little hysterically, as 
soon as she had opened the door into their 
poor little gloomy room, “I just saw Fred 
Montgomery, and Mr. Gates ami his wife 
.1 Jieia Montgomery. I believe tbe splendor 
lias dazzled me, I feel dizzy.” 

She put her band to her bead, the heavy 
package failing to the floor, and then with¬ 
out another word, sank down beside it. 

“Grace! Grace!” Mrs. Huntington called, 
springing to her side. Hut the closed eyes 
ami white rigid lips made no reply.' 
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A REPUTATION AT STAKE. 


BY MRS, R. B, EDSON. 

PART FIFTH. 

CHAPTER XIII. 


T IJE soft June airs had crept through 
dusty streets, through narrow lanes of 
brick and stone, and came breezily in at the 
open south window, loitering with a riotous 
delight among a cluster of pale pink rosebuds 
lying idly clasped in a white nerveless hand 
outside the counterpane. Looking from the 
flowers and the thin hand, you saw a thin 
face, colorless, but with something inexpres- 
sibly sweet in it, something that made you 
like to look' at it despite its wanness and 
marks of illness, 

“ Mother,” said the white lips, with a beau¬ 
tiful smile, “I used to think this place was so 
dark and gloomy, but the summer has glori¬ 
fied it, I believe. I don’t believe any place 
will ever scorn very dark to me again.” 

“No, Grace, I do not think it will, if you 
carry such an amount of sunshine in your 
heart,” the mother said, gently. 

“But,mother, how can I help it when all 
the world is so full of it?” she asked, quickly. 
“It just shines in and I cannot shut it out. 
I suppose I have been a great cave and weari¬ 
ness to you, and you are so tired that you 
don’t feel it just as I do, who have been 
resting so long. Resting! That is just it, 
mother. It seems as if I was rested from all 
the pain, and care, and bitterness, and strifo 
of my whole past life. I suppose the financo 
question troubles you, doesn’t it, dear moth¬ 
er? I don’t want it should. I am so sure 
lie will provide.” 

“ I am not troubled about anything, my 
darling, now that you are spared to me,” 
Mrs. Huntington said, fondly, her eyes filling 
with quick tears. 

“I suppose I was very ill, wasn’t I?” 

Mrs, Huntington shuddered. “ You wero 
very near to death, my child,” she said. 

Grace Jay very quiet with closed eves, but 
her lips just murmured, “Though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death.” 
Then she opened her eyes, and putting ono 
hand under her face, leaned on it, her head 
slightly raised. 

“ Mother,” she said, earnestly, “ I am so 
glad I did not die, there is so much I want to 
do! I have been thinking it all over when 


you thought me asleep. I do not mean that 
I am going to turn reformer, or go out as a 
missionary to a foreign land,” sho said, with 
a faint smile; “but I am going to try to fill 
my own place in the world, bravely and 
humbly. It is something to do that, mother. 
‘ He that rnleth his own spirit is greater than 
he who taketli a city,’ Mr. Russell says, I 
used to think I never should forgive him; hut 
I cannot find a particle of the okl bitterness 
in my heart, now, hut O, so much pity and 
sorrow for him—my dear father!” 

A little rap on the door, which brought a 
quick bright smile to tho pale face, interrupted 
her. 

“ I knew it was you, Mr. Russell. I know 
your rap by heart,” she cried, with almost 
childish delight, as ho came into the room. 

“That is because you have heard it so 
much,” he said, laughing. 

“Out of all the vagueness, and delirium, 
and unconsciousness of those terrible weeks,” 
she said, slowly, “when the world seemed 
ono vast treadmill, which I was forced to 
keep in constant motion, and I was O so 
terribly, terribly weary, and faint, and dizzy 
with tho work, out of all there comes to mo 
one quiet pleasant sound, and that is the rap 
which heralded your coming, Mr. Russell. I 
remember oflistening and waiting for it with 
a vague idea that it was the signal of rest 
and release for me. Is it any wonder I knew 
it by hcavt?” sbo asked, with a bright smile. 
“And these lovely flowers—these and all their 
beautiful predecessors—how can I find words 
to thank you for them, or express the pleas¬ 
ure they have given me?” 

“Did you think I sent those?” he asked, 
quickly. 

“I know you did, for there is no one else 
who would do it,” she said, confidently. 
“ You know we have no acquaintances in the 
city, savo yourself.” 

“ But some ouo has done it, nevertheless, 
Miss Grace,” he replied. “ I have to disclaim 
any credit for the pleasure they have given 
you. I do not even know who did send 
them.” 

“Why, there is positively no ono to do it,* 
sho said, in a perplexed tone. 
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“But some one has, an argument which 
outweighs your theory,” he answered, smiling, 
“ Who brings them here?” 

“A boy of ten or eleven years, I should 
judge” Mrs. Huntington replied. “A very 
dark-complexioned child, with light hair and 
black eyes. I noticed that particularly be¬ 
cause it Is rather''unusual.” 

A sudden gleam of intelligence lighted his 
face, coupled with a faintly surprised ex¬ 
pression. 

“Do you know him, Mr. Bussell?” Grace 
asked eagerly. “You see we have so few 
friends” she added, as if apologizing for her 
curiosity. 

“ I know, perhaps, a score of boys answer¬ 
ing to this general description, particularly in 
regard to the ar/e,” he said, with an evasive 
laugh. “ Suppose you put the police on his 
track.” 

“Now you are laughing at mo. I am so 
sorry.” 

“ Then I will not.” 

“I don’t mean that, I mean I am sorry 
you did not semi them, for I suppose I ought 
not to receive any more, if more are sent, 
from a stranger,” she said, soberly. 

“The stranger is evidently your friend, 
and L would not let any absurd notions of 
etiquette deprive me of so simple and harm¬ 
less a pleasure, if I were you,” he replied, 
soothingly, noticing a little flush of feeling in 
her face. “Continue to receive the flowers, 
whenever they are sent, while you remain an 
invalid, and I will take care there shall be no 
unpleasant consequences. There, is that 
satisfactory ?” 

“ Yes,” she said, in a relieved tone, 

“Then wo will change the subject altogeth¬ 
er. I saw a friend of yours this morning, and 
lie wished me to bring you tills,” taking out 
a pocket diary and taking therefrom two 
fifty dollar notes. 

“Mr. Bussell P Mrs. ITuntlngton said, a 
genial color overspreading her faeo, 

“ 0, pray don’t lay this to my charge, also,” 
ho cried, hastily, “ One Mallory—Dick Mal¬ 
lory—who used to work for Mr. Iluntington, 
at Arcadia, gave it to tne. He said it be¬ 
longed to you—due in some way to Mr. Iliin- 
tington—and begged you to take it as tbo 
payment of a just debt. The man seemed 
slightly embarrassed, and it struck me that 
it was in some way a kind of conscience 
money.” 

* I know of nothing, unless he reproaches 
himself in tlio matter of the safe robbery,” 


Mrs. Huntington said, thoughtfully. “ Ho 
was watchman at the time, and was consid¬ 
ered the most honest and trustworthy mau 
in the establishment prior to this, I know. 
He failed in Ids duty then by sleeping at his 
post, but it was done without thought of 
harm coming from it, I am sure.” 

“Mr. Bussell,” Grace broke in abruptly, 
“ isn’t it time for him to get the letter you 
wrote for me?—Arthur.” 

“ Yes, If it reached 1dm directly. But your 
brother might have left the city before that.” 

“ I have never asked you,” she said, after a 
little pause, “did she write?” 

“Winifred wrote the day you spoke to me 
about it,” ho replied. 

There was another little pause, and then 
she said, very humbly: 

“Do you think she would ho willing to 
come here to see mo, Mr. Bussell ?” 

“ I think so—yes, Miss Huntington, from 
the fact that she has been coaxing me every 
day since that day to let her come.” 

“And why—” 

She broke off abruptly, and a bright flush 
swept over the thin white face. “ I do not 
wonder,” she said. 

“ I did not want her to come until I was 
sure she would be wclcomo,” he said, gravely. 
“ My profession would excuse me, and so I 
came in her stead.” 

* “And she sent you? I see now', but I 
never thought of it before,” 

“She was very anxious that I should find 
you out, and,” laughing, “ I think I was very 
willing to make the attempt. After I found 
you so fearfully 111 I could not stay away. 
That Is the w’holo history. By the way, did 
you ever know West Ingraham ? nc used to 
visit at the Morleys, in Arcadia.” 

“Yes; I met him there,” Grace answered, 
without looking up. Perhaps she was think¬ 
ing of the night, and how much everything 
had changed since then, herself most of all, 
for her face was very grave and thoughtful. 

“ lie was out to Arcadia, last week. Mr. 
Gates has withdrawn from the business In 
which he was connected with your father. 
Ingraham thinks he has made his share out 
of it; ho has bought the Morley place, and is 
besides able to retire, It scorns, I don’t know 
why, but that man impresses mo very un¬ 
pleasantly,” 

Happening to look up ho saw a strange, 
pained expression on Mr3. Huntington’s face. 

Instantly, like a revelation, it came clearly 
to his consciousness that in some way GatC3 
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between her and her husband. But if lie 
had touched a sore spot, he had done it un¬ 
wittingly. IIo rose to go. 

“ You will bring Winifred ?” Grace said, 
anxiously. 

“ I will bring her to-morrow if it will not 
tire you too much.” 

“O, nothing tires me now,” site said. 

no took up the little weak hand, and 
looked smilingly down into the dark eyes, 
into which a new, sweet, earnest look had 
come of late. 

“ I see,” he said,“ you are a second Sam¬ 
son. You look marvellously like It 1” laugh¬ 
ing a pleasant, cheery laugh. Then giving 
the slender hand a firm encouraging pres¬ 
sure, which somehow belied the lightness of 
his words, he turned and went out. 

“ Grace,” Mrs. Huntington said,“ what did 
you mean about speaking,to him in regard to 
Winifred Lester’s writing—to Arthur, I sup¬ 
pose, of course?” 

“O, I went up there that day, the day I 
was taken ill. Or rather I went to the ad¬ 
dress she gavo you, and not finding him, 
started to go to his new place of residence, 
when very fortunately I met him.” 

Something in her mother’s face made her 
pause; then sho broko out abruptly, almost 
passionately: 

“ I know' what you are thinking of, mother; 
the little scene in the Arcadia station I Do 
you believe she will forgive mo for all my 
coldness, and hardness, and pride?” 

“ Yes, my dear, I know she will,” sho re¬ 
plied, remembering tho pure, gentle face of 
Winifred Lester, 

“ I only hope Arthur will make himself 
worthy of her—worthy of such patient trust¬ 
ing faith,” Grace said, gravely. “ I cast away 
my pride, but not my selfishness, then. My 
one great thought was to save him —my 
brother. If she could help me, I was willing 
at last to have her do it. I feel differently 
about it now. I am, I think, more anxious 
and eager to help him—to save him. I know 
I never loved him so deeply and tenderly as 
I do now. I know there was never a time I 
could forgive him so freely and fully. But I 
think now so much of her. I want Her hap¬ 
piness made sure. I am so afraid some sor¬ 
row or loss will come to her life through him.” 

.She was silent a long time, lying with her 
eyes closed ami Her hands clasped. Mrs. 
Huntington went about the house softly, 
almost believing herself in a dream, some¬ 
times, It hardly seemed possible that this 


gentle, thoughtful, conscientious girl was 
her proud, passionate, queenly daughter. 
Once she stole softly up and touched her lips 
to the white Hands. Instantly they unclasped, 
and the soft arms closed about her neck. 

“My darling mother!” she said, kissing 
her fondly. 

Grace insisted on having on her clothes 
next morning, saying that she felt “nearly 
well.” So when a little past ten o’clock Rev. 
Mark Bussell and Winifred Lester came, 
they found her sitting by the high narrow 
window, a little ray of sunlight falling over 
her like a veil. The excitement of expecta¬ 
tion had brought a faint color to her cheek, 
which was heightened by the soft bright 
crimson of her morning-dress. 

There was no scene, no tragic speccli or 
action when the two girls met, but there was 
a firm close clasp of the fair hands, and a 
long earnest look in each other’s eyes. Then 
Miss Lester sat down, and for a few minutes 
Mr, Bussell and Mrs. Huntington did all the 
talking there was, which was not much, 
though none of them, I think, minded. 

“ I am so glad to see you, Miss Lester,” 
Grace said, by-and-by. 

“And I am so glad to come,” Winnie re¬ 
sponded, frankly. Then there was more 
general conversation, in which they all joined, 
but no reference was made to the past; pain¬ 
ful as it must be to both, it vras better to 
ignore It, only Grace said, when Winifred 
rose to go: 

“ You must come to see me very often now. 
Try to be to me something of the patient 
and true friend you have been to him." Then 
tightening her hold upon her hand, she asked, 
almost breathlessly, “You’ve not heard any¬ 
thing?” 

“Hot yet; I expect to every hour,” Winnie 
replied, Hopefully. “Mark says I may look 
for a letter any day, now.” She did not add 
that Mark had told her this two weeks ago. 

“And you’ll let me know—” 

“The very next hour,” Winnie replied. 

“Mark,” Winifred said, enthusiastically, 
after they had reached the street, “ isn’t 
Miss Huntington lovely? I never saw such 
a change in a person in all my life.” 

“A person of your extended experience, 
too?” he asked, tcasfngiy. 

“Mark,” she added, not minding his inter¬ 
ruption, “wouldn’t it be splendid if you and 
Miss Huntington should fall in love ? I never 
thought 1 should wish such a thing, hut I do, 
with all my heart.” 
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“ You forget about Paul,” lie said, laughing 
to hide his embarrassment, for ho was embar¬ 
rassed; ho actually blushed like a girl. 

Winnie saw it, too, and said to herself, in 
a little transport of delight, “ lie does love 
her, now!” 

After tills Grace Iluntingtou gained rapid¬ 
ly, so that in a week she went to the door, 
and even stepped on the sidewalk. She was 
just turning to go in, when a step—a firm 
quick step—just behind her, caused her to 
gianco back, as one involuntarily will. Tlio 
stop was close at her side, now it paused; 
then, throwing off her momentary embar¬ 
rassment, she turned back and held out her 
hand. 

“I was coming to see you, Miss Hunting- 
ton,” said a pleasant musical voice; “may I 
come in?” 

“Certainly, Mr. Ingraham,” she responded, 
and so ho followed her in. 

Grace thought she had conquered the last 
remnant of her old spirit of pride, but she had 
not taken West Ingraham into the account. 
Strugglo as she might, calling it weak and 
wicked, she could not help contrasting her 
last meeting with him with this. He, too, 
seemed a little constrained and embarrassed; 
possibly he was making the same contrast; 
Grace thought ho was, and tried not to feel 
humiliated and pained by it. If only she had 
known just what was in West Ingraham’s 
mind then! 

Fortunately for the interests of conversa¬ 
tion Mrs. Huntington was not so much affect¬ 
ed by the presence of Mr. Ingraham as her 
daughter, and the call was, so far as talking 
was concerned, an average success. But it 
was, nevertheless, far from satisfactory to 
either Grace or West Ingraham, botli being 
uncomfortably impressed with the idea that 
they had, despite themselves, appeared to a 
great disadvantage to one another. This cu¬ 
rious hallucination affected them very nearly 
alike in another respect; eacli thought the 
other acquitted thomsolves with new honor 
and grace. 

“ I never was so stupid in my life! What 
could she liavo thought of me?” ho said, 
angrily, to himself, as he strode hack to his 
oflice on Broadway. “ But I have permission 
to call again,” he added, brightening. 

Grace, with all her now faitli and strength, 
yielded to her woman’s nature and cried, just 
a little, when her mother thought she was 
sleeping, and was going about the house on 
tiptoe to keep from waking her. 


“no doubtless saw my embarrassment,” 
she said, “ and despised mo for the weakness. 
And I thought I was so brave and strong 1” 


CHAPTER X1Y. 

Tiie soft splendor of a California, sunset 
flooded the earth and air with tender glory. 
It fell over green valleys and tinted with 
silvery rose the rippling rivers. It lighted up 
dim gorges, flushing the rugged rocks with 
soft gold, and spanning the hills with its 
illuminated arch. It fell through lofty win¬ 
dows and lighted up halls and parlors like a 
sudden conflagration; and, not content, crept 
through the hovels of the poor, and like the 
love of Heaven, illimitable and impartial, de¬ 
scended alike upon them all. And in its 
course it touched a flushed feverish face, 
bringing it into strong relief against the som¬ 
bre background of a dingy room, with rough 
board floor and smoke-stained walls. 

A door opened and a man came into the 
room—a coarsely-dressed man, bronzed, and 
bearded, and grizzled. Ho came iq) and 
looked into the faco turned toward the 
sunset. 

“Well?” he said, interrogatively. 

“ I don’t know, Luddcn. I reckon I’m go¬ 
ing to die. I hope so, God knows!” he said, 
with a sort of weary vehemence. 

“ Now see here, comrade, you’re too young 
to talk in that way; and suppos’n you have 
had had luck, in one way and another, you 
aren’t so old hut there's a good chance for 
you yet. I got two kinds of medicine for 
you up at the city, and I reckon one or the 
other of ’em will fetch you round.” 

The sunlight slowly faded out, and then 
one saw tlio flushed face better. It was 
young; it was a handsome, winning face, too, 
but for the haggard look about the eyes. 
I think you recognize the bright, dark, liaud- 
somo face of Arthur Huntington, though, 
despite it and the hint of bitterness about 
the beardless lips. 

I am not going to tell you the history of 
these last few weelcs of his life. It is not 
pleasant; it is dark, and sad, and sorrowful 
to tell or hear. I choose rather to drop that 
chapter out of the story than to dwell upon 
it, even for tlio purpose of moralizing. I am 
going to take him ns I And him this evening; 
ill, disheartened, desperate, perhaps, yet with 
a faint longing in his heart for love, and ten¬ 
derness, and home, and purity. 

" Here’s tho powders, and drops, and 
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things Doctor Hubbard sent,” Ludden said, 
taking several minute packages from the ca¬ 
pacious pocket of his buckskin jacket, “ He’s 
writ out the directions, and you’re to take 
’em to once.” 

“Thedirections?” Huntington asked, with 
a faint smile, reaching for the packages. 

“Darn it, no! the squills and thing's; you 
know what I mean, Now for the other 
stuff,” putting his hand leisurely in his pocket 
and making a groat show of searching for 
something. “If you could have jest what 
you wanted, what would it be?” he asked, 
pausing, and looking curiously in his com¬ 
panion’s face, 

A sudden flush—it was not the fever now 
—reddened the dark face. „ 

"Think'Sharp, cos I’m in a powerful hurry. 
Maybe it’s a letter, with pretty finfiled writin’ 
on it, and then again maybe—” 

“ Luclden 1” 

The voice was so sharp, and there was 
such a wild, almost insane look In the flushed 
face, that Luddeti, without a word, drew two 
letters from his pocket and tossed them into 
Ids hands. A low fierce cry burst from Ids 
lips, and then with eager, ravenous bands ho 
tore them from their envelops. As they 
fluttered down to the rough mud-stained 
floor, one of them—the envelop, I mean—fell 
so that the light showed full upon it. It 
bore two or three postmarks, one of which 
was “Arcadia,” and the address—the original 
address, as one could plainly sec—was “Ar¬ 
thur Huntington, Vera Cruz.” 

Lnddcn, to substantiate Ids statement 
about being In a “ powerful hurry,” strode 
out as if the fate of the universe depended 
on Ids speed; but once outside the door ho 
threw himself full length on the ground, and 
drawing out a highly-colored clay pipe, leis¬ 
urely proceeded to make preparations for a 
smoke. 

“It’s some confounded woman that’s at 
the bottom of it, now, you bet,” he said, ar¬ 
gumentatively, addressing his pipe for lack of 
other audience; “dern the whole caboodle 
of ’em!” 

Having thus relieved Ills mind he smoked 
the pipe of peace, 

It was a good half hour before Tom Lud- 
den came back into the little shanty. The 
west was faintly golden now, and the shad¬ 
ows had crept in and taken possession of the 
little hare room, with its rusted stove and 
straw bunk in the corner. There was a 
sound of fierce, wild, stormy sobbing in the 


room, and Ludden, alarmed at the unexpect¬ 
ed elfect of his “medicine,” strode hastily 
across the room. 

“ Huntington, don’t l come now, old fellow, 
what’s the use?” he asked, with a comical 
pathos. “ Hit me as hard as you like, any¬ 
where, but don’t, don’t take on so; demit, 
now, don’t!” 

Huntington rose suddenly to his feet and 
grasped his hand. 

“ Ludden, my good friend,” ho exclaimed, 
in a hysterical voice, “ I am the happiest man 
in California, yes, in the wide world 1” 

“The devil you are—wellV’ Ludden ex¬ 
claimed, stepping back and staring at him 
with all his might, a vague suspicion entering 
his brain that the poor fellow had gone stark, 
staring mad. He hurried to a little shelf in 
the corner and an instant after the dull flare 
of a tallow candle fell upon the scene. He 
came hack a little cautiously and peered 
anxiously into his companion’s face. His 
own lighted up. 

“Denied if I don’t believe you are!” ho 
said, joyfully; “ you look like it, sure enough.” 

“It is a glorious truth, iny kind friend,” 
Huntington said, smiling gravely. u Now, 
I am going to bo a man again. Ludden, 
have you got a Bible iu the house?” 

“A what?” 

“A Bible. I want to take the most solemn 
oath ever man took.” 

“You don’t mean a common swear?” 

“ I mean an oath—a vow.” 

“JSkactly. But wont anything else do? 
I’m afraid I haven’t got the article; my libry 
aint o’ much account. But stop!” 

Ho hurried to a little cupboard and re¬ 
turned with the covers, and possibly twenty- 
five leaves, of a small cheaply-bound pockct- 
Bible. 

“I reckon this is the feller, now;” adding 
in a tone of genuine regret, “ I do wish there 
was more of it! Do you think there’s 
enough to swear by? You see one of them 
coal potters give it to me, I aint no great 
reader, and so I’ve used this along for wad- 
din’. I’m sorry enough, as it’s turned out. 
Do you think it will do?” he asked, with a 
face so full of genuine anxiety and kindliness 
that, irreverent as his use of his Bible had 
been, one felt instinctively that in the sight 
of God his heart was cleaner than many a 
man’s who reads its pages daily and then 
goes out to cheat and oppress Ids fellows. 
It is not that which goeth into a man that 
defileth or raaketh clean. It is the maimer 
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of spirit ami temper lie is of, rather, Arthur 
Huntington took tho torn and mutilated 
book, with a grave earnest face, and laid it 
on tho rough pine table, crossed his palms 
reverently upon it and saidt 

“I, Arthur Huntington, most solemnly 
swear in tho sight of God, and by this book, 
never to tako between my lips again, upon 
any provocation, or under any circumstances, 
one drop of any intoxicating drink of any 
kind whatever, in sickness or health, in lifo 
or death—so help me Heaven!” 

It was a strange picture; the bare poor 
room, with its low dingy walls, and the sol¬ 
emn earnest young faeo slightly upraised, 
tlie yellow flaring glare of tho caudle, but half 
lifting the hovering shadows in tho back¬ 
ground, where, with head uncovered and 
arms crossed, Tom Ludden stood as erect 
and motionless as a statue. But neither of 
tho two men seemed to think of it ns any¬ 
thing strange or grotesque; they were too 
much in earnest to note such things then. 

“Now get mo my valise, Tom. I liavo 
writing materials in it. I must write to-night 
so you can send it up the first tiling in tho 
morning,” Huntington said, hurriedly. 

After the letter was written and sealed tho 
fictitious strength gave way, and the arms 
dropped nervously, and a gray pallor crept 
up over tho dark face, and Tom Ludden 
lifted him in his arms, as one would lift a 
child, and boro him very tenderly and care¬ 
fully to the little straw bunk in the corner. 

“Poor boy! poor old feller!” ho said, draw¬ 
ing the sleeve of his buckskin jacket hastily 
across his eyes. 

The June days had slipped away one by 
one and still Winifred Lester had looked 
and hoped and waited in vain for an answer 
to her letter. But she never thought of get¬ 
ting disheartened or losing hope, but day 
after day imagined and invented new ex¬ 
cuses for the delay, each of which she won¬ 
dered she had not thought of before, they 
were so reasonable and natural. Grace 
Huntington, with all her new faith and hope, 
felt her heart sink within her as the days 
went by and no tidings came from Arthur. 
It was time now that she had an answer to 
her letter; tho one Mark Russell had written 
for her while she was yet too weak to do 
moro than whisper a few broken sentences of 
love, and longing tenderness, and appeal. She 
had not Winnie’s natural hopefulness, besides 
she was not yet quite well, and she tried to 
sow a little, despite her mother's remon¬ 


strances, and this, with the anxiety about 
Arthur, kept her back. West Ingraham, 
who had availed himself rather freely of tho 
permission to call again—doubtless with tho 
laudablo desire of redeeming himself—saw 
how weak tho flesh was despite the willingness 
of spirit, and got actually nervous over it, a 
very remarkable condition for him to be in 
sinco ho had frequently boasted that he 
“hadn’t any nerves.” 

But one sunny July morning, quite early 
in the month, tiie postman came to No, 19— 
Avenue with a satisfied look on his face. Ho 
had learned to read faces pretty well in the 
ten years of bis peculiar experience. He 
know all the alternating expressions of hope, 
dread, anxiety and alarm. He knew just as 
well as if some one had told him that Winnio 
Lester had been expecting him to bring her 
a letter every day for tho last four or five 
weeks. She always smiled brightly and 
pleasantly when he gave her the letters for 
Mr. Russell, but there was a look in tho soft, 
dusky-blue eyes—not a shadow, but tho 
faintest shadow of a shadow. So when a 
letter came into his hands for Miss Winifred 
Lester, superscribed in an unmistakable, 
though somewhat irregular masculine hand, 
and postmarked “San Francisco,” ho felt a 
sense of unusual delight and satisfaction. 

“Ivo got it at last,” he said, exultantly. 
Ho was quite sure, but when he saw the soft 
glow break over the girl’s face, and the sud¬ 
den light leap to her eyes at tho sight of it, 
then he knew. 

West Ingraham, Esq., called on Mrs. Lester 
on business that morning, and found Winnie 
with tho thrice-read letter in her hand, and 
some unmistakably womanly tears in her 
eyes. Mr. Ingraham, for some reason, was 
nearly as much interested, and as delighted 
as Winnio herself, which was rather singular, 
as ho did not know Arthur Huntington, and 
never had so much as seen him. 

“You sec,” Winnio said, with frank confi¬ 
dence, “Arthur never got the letter I sent 
him when ho was in prison—never got any, 
only one terrible bitter one from his father 
casting him off and disowning him, till lie got 
tho one I wrote him in April, and then, with 
that, the old Vera Cruz letter, which was of 
no use then.” 

Of no use! Ah Winnie, you never, never 
will know the wonderful power there was in 
that old letter; how its strong faith and un¬ 
selfish love touched the purest and tendorest 
chord in a despairing and reckless soul, and 
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roused It to virtue, and strength, and true 
manliness. 

Mr. Ingraham’3 business was to decline 
further action In Mrs. Lester’s case, namely: 
the detection of the guilty party or parties in 
the old case of the stolen draft, 'l'nls seemed 
a little remarkable, for of late he had been 
very sanguine of success, having, as lie 
thought, obtained a clue towards the solving 
of the mystery. He now declined very (irmly 
and peremptorily having anything further to 
do with it in any way. When asked the 
reason for his sudden decision, ho simply 
said lie had nono to oiler, 

“Never mind, mother,” Winifred said, 
after he had gone, “ we don’t need the money 
now, even if wo were sure of getting it, which 
we probably should not at'tills late day. It 
would do no good to expose somebody’s crime 
to the world; it wouldn’t make us any linp- 
picr, and it might bring a great deal of 
wretchedness to some hearts. I’m glad the 
whole tiling is given up, for my part;” and 
witli a little sigh of relief she turned again to 
her precious letter. 

“ I must go up and show this to dear Grace; 
I really believe she thought I shouldn't got 
any—and such a letter as this! wont she bo 
delighted?” And witli a little hysterical laugh 
she ran up stairs for tier lint. 

When West Ingraham left Mrs. Lester's 
ho walked very hastily and very directly to 
the littlo alley wliero Mrs. Huntington and 
Grace lived. How dark and hot and stifled 
it seemed there I lie met Mark Russell com¬ 
ing out the door. “Ihope lie's as attentivo 
to all his flock ns lie is to them I” lie muttered 
crossly to himself, and even Russell’s genial, 
cordial greeting failed to impress him very 
much in ids favor. 

There was an unmistakable .blush on 
Grace’s face when ho opened tiio door, and 
involuntarily lie associated it in some way 
with Russell’s call, and “ though it was nono 
of ids business,” he said, “lie should think a 
minister would want some time to study I” 
Of courso lie didn’t say this aloud. Instead 
he made somo very polite, if not original, re¬ 
marks about the weather—past, present and 
future. Then ho said, rather abruptly, and 
not at all witli his usual easy address: 

“ Mrs. Huntington, would you consider it 
an insult if I asked you to become my house¬ 
keeper?” 

I do not think it was properly pride tlint 
sent the slow faint color to Mrs. Huntington’s 
forehead. Certainly such a position was pre¬ 


ferable to this way of living, but here, at least, 
slio was her own mistress. Then a swift 
thought of tile past came back, and the beau¬ 
tiful home of elegance and affluence rose up 
before her, and the memory of her husband, 
the only mail she had over thought to keep 
house for, came back with overwhelming force. 

“Pardon me,” lie said, quickly, her evident 
pain restoring ids natural gentleness and 
grace of manner. “ I see that I put the ques¬ 
tion too abruptly and not at all in the proper 
form to express my wishes. You know that 
1 am motherless, and quite alone in the world. 
I have always been accustomed to living by 
myself, that is, keeping house. All my 
mother's furniture, the things she used, and 
among which she lived, are in the house. It 
does not seem as if I could live without them; 
they are my companions now. My house¬ 
keeper, Aunt Mollie, is getting old, and is not 
able to take all the care. Of course 1 shall 
keep her with me as long ns 1 live, if she lives 
as long. But I want some one else, and I 
thought possibly, more as a favor to me than 
for any other reason, you might bo induced 
to come and help me out of my diflicultics. 
I will try to make the situation as light and 
easy as possible for you, if you will consent.” 

“Perhaps I had belter—what do you say, 
Grace?” she replied, in a hesitating way. 

“I think we had better thank Mr. Ingra¬ 
ham for ids kind oiler, and—remain where 
we are,” she said, in a quick decisive voiep. 

“It would be easier for you, dear,” Mrs. 
Huntington said, evidently rather inclining 
to the proposition now she had had time to 
think of it. 

“You forget that I am not going to seek 
the easy paths of life in the future,” she said, 
witli a smile. " I am going to follow your 
bravo example, Mr. Ingraham, and fight my 
way to fame. I confidently expect that I 
shall astonish you all some day witli the sud¬ 
den display of talents no one over dreamed 
me possessed of,” 

There was a pretty wavering color in her 
cheeks, and her eyes glowed, and altogether 
site looked more like the beautiful Grace 
Huntington of the picture lie lind brought 
home with him from Arcadia almost a year 
ago, than lie had ever seen her since. 

“But you can cultivate those wonderful 
talents there,” lie said, quickly, “and have 
the benefit of my experience besides. Come, 
Miss Huntington, I see it all depends on you. 
Begin your new work by taking pity on the 
desolate and helpless.” 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



Slio laughed, and even blushed faintly, 
though he did not sco It, but she shook her 
head. 

11 No, Mr. Ingraham,” she said, “ I cannot 
let you turn me aside by your specious argu¬ 
ments, eloquent as tlioy nre. I am very posi¬ 
tive that it Is best for us to stay here. I will, 
however, in return for your generous and 
friendly offer, tell you that I have already de¬ 
cided upon a course which will be, I think, 
satisfactory and pleasant, Mr. Itussell has 
obtained for me the position of organist in 
the church where he preaches. Miss De- 
Lamarclie, the present incumbent, is to bo 
married and leavo the city iu a few weeks 
and I can have nor place.” 

“ I am very glad for you,” ho said, in a 
slightly constrained voice, “and sinco the 
matter is decided it is no use for mo to waste 
my ‘ eloquence’ longer;” and wishing them 
good-morning he took his hat and went out. 

“If Mark Russell had asked her to be Ills 
laundress, she would have accepted with tears 
of delight,” he said, savagely, as ho walked off. 

“Grace, dear, I fear Mr. Ingraham was 
wounded by our refusal,” Mrs. Huntington 
said, gently. “lie was an old friend of your 
father’s, and lie has been very delicate and 
considerate of our feelings in all things. I 
fear wo have been almost rude in return.” 

To all of which Grace replied only by 
breaking into an uncontrollable fit of weeping. 


CHAPTER XV. 

Mn. Russian had been to Fonda again on 
exchange. Evidently there was a very warm 
friendship existing between himself and Mr. 
Gifford, the Fonda minister. Notwithstanding 
the distance tills was the third time they had 
exchanged since the previous autumn. But 
it is natural to suppose a country minister 
should like to got into the city, and a city 
minister into the country sometimes, variety 
being both profitable and pleasant. Of 
course New York offered some very fine at¬ 
tractions to Mr. Gifford, and Fonda, in Mr. 
Russell’s opinion, was the original garden of 
Eden, revised and improved. But. all this 
was nothing to do with the story ho heard 
there, and which he caino with at once to 
Mrs. Huntington and her daughter, even be¬ 
fore ho went to his own home. Grace, who 
had “learned his face by heart,” ns she 
laughingly told him, saw that something not 
perfectly pleasant was on his mind, and 
waited in a sort of vague suspense for him to 


make It known. Her first thought was that 
Theo was ill—perhaps dead. 

“I thought,” ho began, at once the ordinary 
greetings wero exchanged, “ perhaps I had 
better run in and tell you about Mr. Hun¬ 
tington.” 

“ Richard 1 what—wliat is it?” interrupted 
Mrs. Huntington, growing suddenly pale. 

“Mr. Huntington is bankrupt,” he an¬ 
swered, ns briefly as possible, seeing the alarm 
in her face. 

“O,” in a tone of intense relief. 

“Mr. Gatos withdrew from the business 
sonic time since upon what terms no one 
knows, ns Mr. Huntington was always very 
reticent concerning his business affairs,” he 
resumed. “ People think, however, that the 
business has been running back for a year or 
more.” 

“ But where is he? Ho lias not lost all— 
he 1ms still Chestnut Villa?” she asked, 
anxiously. 

“Chestnut Villa is in the hands of the 
creditors, and will ho sold at auction as soon 
as affairs can be settled. The property will 
pay about seventy per cent, it is calculated. 
There was quite an excitement in the neigh¬ 
borhood, people being greatly astonished at 
the failure, supposing such a thing one of the 
impossibilities.” 

“ Where is father and Theo, Mr. Russell?” 
Grace asked, in a low quick voice. 

“ I was nimble to learn, though I went up 
thero on purpose to find out. Ho seemed 
very much broken with the trouble, and has 
hardly been seen since he gave things up, I 
was told. Some said he had gone back into 
the country with the boy. And by the way, 
the boy is grown well and strong now, one of 
the old servants from Chestnut Villa told mo. 

“ Thank Heaven 1” she responded, fervently. 

“And now I must go," ho said, rising. “ I 
thought I had better tell yon this, though 
perhaps, really, it doe3 not affect you. If 
there is any way I can help or advise you, do 
not hesitate to call on me.” 

There was a little moment of silence after 
Mr. Russell left them, both sitting with folded 
hands and grave downcast faces. Presently 
Mrs. Huntington looked up with a faint 
smile. 

“Grace, dear, I am going to him; he can¬ 
not do more than repulso me, and if, by any 
possibility—0 Grace! if only lie will let me 
love and help him!” her face lighting up with 
a soft glow. 

Grace did not speak, she rose up and came 
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softly behind her mother’s chair, and putting 
her amis about her neck kissed her forehead, 

At first Grace thought she would go with 
her mother, but then she remembered their 
poverty, fits as well as theirs. It would bo 
better for her to stay and keep her place, and 
the home, such a3 it was, for possibly ho 
might have to depend on them yet; at any 
rate Tlieo must come, and that was one more 
to provide for, but such a privilege as it 
would bel 

In these few days of consultation and prepa¬ 
ration, the friendship and counsel of Mark 
Russell were invaluable. Insensibly they 
leaned on and rested in his judgment, and 
Winnie, watching and noting it, said: 

“ I ain so glad, it will be just what I most 
wished.” 

This pretty Winnie of ours was superlative¬ 
ly happy in these days. The postman began 
to think that the matter was in danger of 
being overdone when he had delivered the 
.sixth of those Sail Francisco letters and it 
only September, Utile more than two months 
since the first one came. 

Of course Grace had long ago received the 
answer to her letter, and a brave, penitent, 
hopeful one it was. She had written him 
herself since, this time not by proxy, a long, 
tender, encouraging letter, telling him in it 
something of the trouble that had corno to 
them, but making it as light as she could, and 
trying to make excuses for her father, while 
blaming his harshness somewhat. 

Mrs. Huntington stood before the littlo 
mirror tying on her bonnet. A slant beam 
of September sunshine, shimmering and 
lender, fell through the high narrow window, 
and rested upon her hair. It softened and 
brightened It, and lent a warm glow to the 
face below. A faint smile, and a fainter 
blush came into it then. She was thinking—- 
a vain, and weak, and foolish thought, per¬ 
haps you will say—had she changed much ? 
and had she grown old, and plain, and unat¬ 
tractive since he had seen her? She remem¬ 
bered, though It was more than twenty year3 
ago, that lie had once called her “ beautiful, 
the most beautiful woman in the world.” 

Perhaps I have not good taste, but I think 
that at this moment she was more beautiful 
than she ever was in her life before. Not 
outwardly, perhaps, but In all the element^ 
of true, enduring, immortal beauty. 

After sbe had gone Grace sat down to her 
sewing, not feeling lonely as she had ex¬ 
pected, for her heart and brain were so full 


of fond hopes and pleasant plans. She was 
singing softly to herself a pretty air from the 
last Sabbath’s service. Site had succeeded 
admirably so far in her new labors, and the 
salary she was to receive would keep them 
very comfortably without taking more sewing 
from the shops. Mr. Russell thought he 
could get her a dozen scholars in French 
among his parishioners, and that would tako 
up her time sufficiently. She paused sud¬ 
denly in both thought and music and listened. 
It was repeated, a low, hesitating knock at 
the inner door. She opened it hastily, and a 
woman, looking pale and ill, stood revealed. 

“ You do not know me, Miss Huntington?” 
she said. 

“Mrs. OrleyP* Grace exclaimed. “Come 
in; I did not know you at first; you are not 
well, I think?” she said, putting out a chair. 

The woman gave a hurried, scrutinizing 
glance about the room. 

“You live here?” she asked. 

” Certainly.” 

“And your mother?” 

“ We live together, Mis. Orley, of course,” 
Grace answered, quietly. “My mother is 
not in though, now.” 

A faint look of relief crossed the woman’s 
face. 

“ I’m glad,” she said. 

Grace looked at her curiously; there was a 
visible excitement In the pale face, and the 
thin lips twitched convulsively. 

“ One doesn’t like a large audience at the 
confessional,” she said, with a hollow laugh. 

A violent cough convulsed her for several 
minutes, and Grace untied her bonnet, and 
brought her a glass of water. 

“ I have come here to make a revelation 
which I cannot carry on my conscience 
another day!” she said, with startling vehe¬ 
mence, as soon as she recovered her breath. 

“Is it any tiling about my father, or Theo?” 
Grace cried, leaning eagerly forward. 

“It’s about your mother , girl; but don’t in¬ 
terrupt me, I am in a hurry, I tell you! It’s 
timo I was in a hurry now I’m dying. Weill 
You know the cause of the trouble between 
your father and mother was a previous mar¬ 
riage of hers. Now what else do you know 
about it? How much has she told you?” 

“My mother 1ms said very little to mo 
about this former inarriago of hers,” Grace 
replied, with evident reluctance. 

“Tell me, Grace Huntington,” she almost 
commanded. “I know* all, but I want to 
know what she believes.” 
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“My mother said once that this man—Ven- 
lier I think his name was.” 

“ Yes, Vernier—Luke Vernier—go, oil.” 

“ Whom she supposed was her husband,” 
Grace continued, “ was not so, and he taunted 
lier with it, and otherwise abused her, I 
think, though she said very little of him. 
The subject was very painful, and we never 
have mentioned it since between us.” 

“ Then lie told the truth once with all his 
treachery and falsehood!" she said, fiercely. 
“ He said lie told her she was not his wife—” 

“ Hut was she ?’’ Grace interrupted, breath¬ 
lessly, her face catching something of the ex¬ 
citement that burned in her companion’s. 

“Amy Clive was married to Luke Vernier 
truly and lawfully, but ’twas a doubtful 
honor,” she said, with a faint sneer. “ You 
see Luke and his half brother, Edmund, lie- 
longed to that class of rich young men with¬ 
out money. They had the reputation o( being 
rich, I mean. Their father—or fathers, they 
had two—had it before them, and they 
brought them up to idleness and all low in¬ 
dulgences. But they stood high in the com¬ 
munity—that is, they were received into 
“good society—” which means always 
wealthy society, without the least regard to 
its “goodness;” a saint couldn't get into it if 
ho tried a lifetime without a golden key— 
they, especially Luke, tlio other was much 
younger, were noticed and potted by honor¬ 
able, pure-minded women—it doesn’t seem 
reasonable,docs it? But it’s done now, every 
day, all over the land. Well, this Luke Ven- 
ner not only drank and gambled, and kept 
disreputable company of both sexes, but ho 
was cruel and treacherous as death. 

“ I don’t think your mother know any of 
these things, for she was a stranger, and I 
have heard that her father, who thought the 
Verniers were rich, rather forced her into 
the marriage. She was very young, not inoro 
than sixteen when she came to Morgan, 
Luke Vernier's wife. How I hated her the 
first time I saw her! Perhaps you don't 
guess who, or rather what I was. I can’t 
plead ignorance for my folly; I knew Luke 
Vernier's whole life; but tlio man had tlio 
face of an angel, and the tongue of one, too, 
when he chose, and I was a poor girl, tlio 
daughter of his father’s gardener, and I was 
young and silly, and thought it an honor to 
be noticed and made of by him—one of the 
aristocracy, as they called themselves. Of 
course you know the end of it all; it’s not a 
very new or original story. 


“I did not speak to Luke Vernier for a 
year after ho was married—not until alter 
their child was born. Then he met me one 
night and insisted on walking home with 
me. 1 begged him to leave me, for I was not 
only afraid of him but of myself. For, with 
all his weakness and wickedness, I local Luke 
Vernier belter than my own soul. Well, there 
was but one ending to this, also, as yon may 
well know. For three years this sort of thing 
went on and she knew it, and bore it. Then 
she revolted, and lie laughed at her—lie told 
me this himself—and told her I was his wife, 
that lie had married me a year before ho c>cr 
saw her, and to fill up the measure of his 
iniquity, forged a marriage certificate to that 
olfect and held it before her eyes. He camo 
over to see mo, and told me of it between 
bursts of fiendish merriment. Ho had his 
little child with him; he used to bring him 
there to torment her. When they went 
homo she was not ill the house—she never 
came into it again I 

“ He took tiro child and carried it to his 
uncle and started in pursuit of her, but 
Heaven had borne with him long enough, 
and vengeance descended upon him. lie 
was thrown from a carriage under the wheels 
of another and horribly mangled, but ho 
lived six months, growing distorted, and 
suffering terrible tortures. The unde 
adopted the boy, giving him his name. But 
lie moved away from Morgan, and died soon 
after, and tlio child too, I heard. 

“ I never knew what became of Amy Von- 
ncr, not for more than twenty years, and 
then Luke’s brother Edmund camo to mo 
and wanted 1110 to go and tako care of her 
child.” 

“And this ‘Edmund’ was Mr. Edmund 
Gates?” Grace asked, breathlessly, the 
thought coming to her with such suddenness 
that it made her brain reel. 

“Yes, Edmund Gates was Luke Vernier's 
half brother. Mrs. Vcnncr married in six 
months after her husband’s deatii and when 
Luke was ten years old, and Edmund was 
the son of this second marriage. But I did 
not know the catiso of the trouble between 
your father and mother when I came there, 
if I had I would have told the whole story 
then. I was a poor woman, my husband— 
for I married after Vernier died—had died, 
leaving mo two sickly gills who were not as 
bright and smart as other girls, and I knew 
they never could provide for themselves, for 
nobody likes to have such girls round; bc- 
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sides they were ns feeble in body as in mind. 
Edmund Gates came to me and asked me to 
come there and ‘ help him,’ that is wliat ho 
said. He offered to support the girls at borne 
if I would come, besides the wages Mr. Hun¬ 
tington would pay me, and I very gladly ac¬ 
cepted his oiTcr. I never knew until the 
day ho and Mr. Huntington had some words 
and dissolved partnerships, that your mother’s 
previous marriage and desertion of her hus¬ 
band had been the cause of the separation 
between her and Mr. nnutington. Then ho 
told me—Edmund 1 mean—told me in his 
smooth, quiet, irritating way, so like Luke’s, 
adding that it was ‘no use for mo to repent, 


now, for it was too late. Ho had accomplished 
tlie purpose he had sworn to accomplish he- 
sido the tortured body of his brother—the 
ruin of Amy Clive and the man she married.’ 
I couldn’t stay in the house after that, and I 
went back to my poor girls, and I don’t know 
as I am sorry, they are both dead now; died 
in one week of fever. I took it, and it left 
me as you see. I shall not he away from 
them long, and they may not be simple there. 
I wrote all that I have told you and sent it 
to your father three days ago. I hope to 
undo a little of the wrong I have helped do¬ 
do you think lie will tako it into the 
account ?” she asked, eagerly. 
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A REPUTATION AT STAKE. 

BY MBS. B. B. EDSON. 


PART 

CHAPTER XVI. 

EST INGRAHAM, Esq., sat in bis 
office in a rather disagrccablo frame of 
mind. There was no apparent reason for 
this mental disturbance that one could see. 
He bad more business than he could well at¬ 
tend to; lie was in perfect physical health; 
his finances were in the most satisfactory con¬ 
dition, and his famo was spreading itself like 
a green bay-tree. And yet lie was in the 
dumps. I am sorry to record it, because lie 
was such a grand specimen of an earnest, 
upright, pure-hearted man. So strong, too; 
so impregnable against temptation, so fearless 
and energetic in whatever lie undertook. 
Rut it is always my fortune to have my 
heroes go back on mo, and after I have been 
to a good deal of troublo to set forth their 
virtues and manifest perfection, to do some- 
tiling which proves them only a piece of the 
common clay, after all. It is rather annoying, 
not to say disheartening. 

Mr. Ingraham had takon a violent and un¬ 
reasonable antipathy to the Rev. Mr. Russell, 
Ho “ wondered what people saw so very at¬ 
tractive in the man—everybody seemed to 
put themselves out to praise him up to him 
lately—and as for his preaching, he thought 
it altogether too emotional, not to say sensa¬ 
tional ’’—and everybody knows what an over¬ 
whelming term of reproach that lattor word 
lias got to be. 

He was led into this train of thought be¬ 
cause ho had met a few hours before Mr. 
Russell and Mrs. Huntington riding in a 
coach. Ho didn’t see her, but of course Mrs. 
Huntington’s daughter was there also. Ho 
wondered if he took all his lady parishioners 
out driving, and was generally as assiduous 
in bis attentions ns ho was to them, A low 
light rap interrupted these pleasant re¬ 
flections, and brought him to his feet. lie 
opened the door-very promptly; lie never 
made his callers wait under a pretence of 
being so immersed in business that he didn’t 
hear till they repeated their summons three 
or four times. 

“Good-afternoon, Mr. Ingraham I” said a 
quiet, ladylike voice, and one of those aboui- 


SIXTH. 

fnablo brown masks known by the general 
name of veils, which make all women’s faces 
look liko bronze casts, was thrown aside, and 
revealed, greatly to bis astonishment, not to 
mention any other emotion, the beautiful, 
brilliant faco of Graco Huntington. 

“Miss Huntington 1’’ he exclaimed; then 
he wheeled out a chair and tried to look un¬ 
concerned and indifferent, and to appear so, 
in which attempt ho failed most lamentably. 
I think Grace saw it, and maybe took a sort 
of malicious pleasure in it. Something cer¬ 
tainly brought a sudden pleasant light to her 
eyes which was not tlicro when she came in. 

“ Mr. Ingraham,’’ she began at once, “ can 
you give mo your professional attention for a 
short time?” 

“With pleasure,” lio responded, with per¬ 
haps a little unnecessary fervor. 

“I have come to you in this matter because 
yon wore my father’s friend,” she said, “ and 
because I did not liko to go to a stranger 
with what may bo only fancies. ■ You know, 
of course, of my father’s insolvency?” 

“WlintI You surprise me, Miss Hunting- 
toil. Can It bo possible that tills Is true ?” he 
asked, in astonishment. 

“ Yes, everything has been given up, and 
Chestnut Villa is in tho bands of the 
creditors”—a slight flush rising to her fore¬ 
head as she went on, “ I want to go back to 
the time Mr. Gates entered into the business. 
Up to that time everything was favorable so 
far as I know. I .think it was three months 
after this when I overheard my father mid 
Mr. Gates talking of embarrassments. Shortly 
Mr.Gates went South, found things in a very 
unsatisfactory condition, was compelled to 
sacrifice largely, and closed up tho business. 
The night after lie returned with tho money 
ho had been ablo to get out of this very di¬ 
lapidated business, tho safe was broken open 
and robbed of every dollar in' it, and some 
besides.” 

“ I see,” ho said, with an approving nod. 
His professional interest was roused, and hi 3 
embarrassment was rapidly disappearing. 

“Then,” she resumed, coloring slightly, 
“Mr. Gates proposed marrlago to me. My 
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refusal angered him, and lie left mo with an 
implied threat I did not then understand. 
X soon learned his meaning, liowerer. IIo 
knew of my mother's previous marriage, and 
that she deserted her husband. Ho wont to 
my father and told him the story, making It 
appear as he chose, and intimating that the 
man was yet living. You know something of 
my fatiier’s pride and passionate, implacablo 
temper. I will not dwell upon this portion of 
tho story, since you know how it resulted. 
Something liko two months ago Mr. Gates 
withdrew from tho business, as you know. 
He had previously married Mls3 Montgomery 
and bought your cousin’s estate.” 

‘‘Why haven’t you put this mattor into 
sonro one’s hands before this?” ho inter¬ 
rupted, excitedly, rising and pacing tho floor. 

“ You forget tho relations existing botween 
us,” slio said, in a low pained voice, “ and 
only his misfortune impels mo to do it now.” 

“ Pardon mo for speaking so thoughtlessly,” 
ho said, in a tono of regrot and sympathy. 
“ XJcsides, my action before the failure would 
have been premature.” 

“And to-day, since my mother’s de¬ 
parture—" 

lie looked up questioningly. 

“ She has gone to him,” slio Bald, quietly. 
“Since she left a woman came to mo with a 
story which is not xdeasant for mo to tell, but 
I supposo it is necessary, in ordor for you to 
thoroughly understand tho case.” 

Then, as briofly and delicately as possible, 
she repeated tho piece of history Mrs. Orloy 
had revealod to her. 

»I had no ono to advise me,” slio said, 
when slio had closed tho recital, “and I 
thought perhaps, ns ho was an old acquaint¬ 
ance you might—be—bo—” 

“What, my dear Miss Huntington?” he 
asked, kindly, coming and staudiug boforo 
her. 

“Willing to undertake this case,” she 
replied, faintly. 

“With all my heart I” ho responded, with 
such fervent sincerity that ono could not 
doubt. “You are sure you linvo told mo 
everything you know having any beariug on 
the matter?” ho said, thoughtfully. 

“Unless it Is tho conduct of Dick Mallory,” 
she said, hesitatingly. “I presume that is 
only my fancy, I havo thought about this so 
much,” smiling just a little wearily. 

*> Ucavo it all with me now—let mo do tho 
thinking,” ho said, oagerlyt “you have homo 
tqq much already.” 


“I think I will,” she answered, feeling a 
sudden sense of delight and security in this 
resting and leaning on his greater strength. 
“But about Mallory. lie was, as perhaps 
you remember, the watchman in tho building 
at the time of the robbery, and was discharged 
at once by my father for neglect of duty. 
Last June Mallory sent to us, by Mr. ltussell, 
tho sum of ono hundred dollars, saying it was 
a debt lie owed to my father. Now I know 
father never loaned money to his men, aud 
though I havo no thought Dick committed 
tho robbery, It has occurred to mo that possi¬ 
bly ho might havo known or suspected who 
did do it, particularly if it was Gates.” 

“Miss Huntington, you should join tho 
profession at once!” ho declared, with such 
very evident admiration—professional, o( 
course—that Grace for tho first time lost her 
composure and blushed vividly. 

“Now, where can I find this Mallory, do 
you think? Is ho at Arcadia?" ho asked. 

“ No, I think not, but Katie Leeds is,” slio 
said, with a laugh. 

“Ah!” he said, laughing also. “ I think I 
comprehend. Well, I don’t seo why I cannot 
go up to Arcadia at once—say to-night. The 
train which leaves at half past four will bo in 
Albany beforo midnight. That will give me 
ft night’s sleep, and a chanco for the first train 
for Arcadia in the morning, witli the ontlcing 
prospect of an early interview with Miss 
Leeds as an inspiration. What do you say— 
shall I do so?” 

“ I am going to leave everything to you," 
she said, with such a beautiful confiding 
smilo that West Ingraham was lifted to tho 
seventh heaven—a heaven from which Mark 
Bussell, minlstor though lie was, was shut 
out and utterly forgotten. 

I havo a strong suspicion that Mr. Ingra¬ 
ham was in love; has such a thought oc¬ 
curred to you, reader? Ho certainly exhibits 
some of tho admitted symptoms in such cases 
made and provided. Alas 1 another ovldcnco 
that my hero is only human. 

Mrs. Huntington stood by the window or 
tho ladies’ room in tho Albany railway station, 
waiting for tho morning train for Arcadia, 
when West Ingraham passed tho door, saw 
her, turned hastily and catno in. 

“How hnppons it you are hero?” ho asked. 
“ I thought you took the morning train from 
the city yestorday.” 

“I did, but wo were delayed by an accident 
happening to a froigbt train in advance of us, 
and did not reach hero until dark, and so I, 
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being very tired, waited for daylight. Are 
you g°i n B to Arcadia, Mr. Ingraham?” 

“ Yes. I am going with you, if you will let 
me, Perliap3 I can he of some assistance to 
you, and 1 wish to see Mr. Huntington.” 

« you know—” 

«1 know all about it, my dear Mrs. Hun- 
tlngtou” he interrupted, gently. “Tour 
daughter i°ld me. I saw her yesterday.” 

Mr. Ingraham wont with her into tiro car, 
hut when she was seated lie said: 

« \ V.wkj ", Utile lousiness to attend to, 1 will 
be in- hy-oM-hy •” tlw.%vVd,lw,toV> taking him¬ 
self ofr > lest liis presence might in some way 
embarrass iior at a time when she needed, lie 
felt, the tenderest consideration. 

just before they readied Arcadia he came 
j„ „iid sat down by hor. 

ii you will want a close carriage,” he said; 
«It wlU h° pleasanter for you.” 

a Thank you for the suggestion; yos,” slio 
replied, with a grateful look. 

«I will got it for you; you need have no 
care about it. And now shall I go with you, 
or do you prefer going alono? Do not hesi¬ 
tate about tolling me. If you would like to 
have i> 10 bike tho responsibility of all inquiries, 
5! you would 

feel inoro at ease without uvu, IwUS. temw-ywn 
after seeing you in the carriage.” 

u i should liko to have you help me find 
Mr. Huntington, I shrink so from seeing 
these poopio, but I—I don’t know how lie 
will receive mo,” she said, in an agitated tone, 
« ftn< l I would rather—” 

II My dear madam, you did not supposo I 
intended intruding myself at your meeting, I 
hope. H would bo an unpardonahlo rudeness 
in mo t° do so, I only wisli to know where 
Mr. Huntington is. I am not ready for my 
business with him yot.” 

ii X shall not forgot your kindness, Mr. 
Ingraham,” she said, in a choked voice. 

In a low wood-colored. CmnUawEa, vilth 
small old-fashioned windows, nnd hare white 
floors and smoko-stained walls, in a low rush- 
bottomed chair, by tho kltchon fire, sat 
Itichard Huntington, Ills arms crossed list¬ 
lessly on ids breast, and ids eyes downcast, 
with a dreary, hopeless look in their gray 
depths. 

“Papa,” said a childish voice, with a llttio 
trill of excitement 111 it, “ tlioro’s a covered 
earring 0 com ing right up under tho windows. 
You don't suppose it’s my mamma and Grade 
como hack again, do you? O, if only it 
wasl” tho soft oyes flashing with delight. 


“ H«sh, my boy,” was the reply. “ No, no, 
I don’t deserve that,” ho added, as if to 
himself. 

There was a sudden round of carriage 
wheels and Theo ran towards tho window” 

“Why, it has gono back again, papa!” he 
exclaimed, in a surprised, disappointed tone, 
lint just then the door slowly opened. Theo 
turned quickly, his face flushed, and witli a 
jittlo hysterical “0 mammal” he sprang 
across tho floor. 

■Richard Huntington rose slowly to his feet, 
trembling In evevyhmb. Tho sunshine came 
through tho small high windows and fell full 
upon him. O, how old, and wan, and haggard 
lie lookedl He lifted his eyes in a weak, 
hopeless way to tho face of tho handsome 
lycsh-looking woman who stood just inside 
the door, her cheeks flushed, hor eyes shining, 
holding her boy to her heart. 

“ Now como to papa,” Theo cried, suddenly 
unclasping his arms. “You seo papa isn’t 
very well,” lie added, witli a touch of tho old 
gravity iu his face. 

“Richard,” she said, “may If Is there 
any welcome in your heart for mo?” 

“You don’t moan that you would come 
back to me now, Amy?” ho asked, incredu¬ 
lously, but nevertheless leaning eagerly for¬ 
ward for hor answer, the muscles about ills 
jnouth twitching convulsively. 

“Now—any time when you will let me; 
any time when you will take mo back,” she 
said, paiitingly. 

“But I am ruined—I am penniless; I 
haven’t oven a roof of my own to cover my 
hcail.” 

“That is howl dared come, Richard. I 
thought maybe you would take my love, now 
you had lost all tho rest,” she said, gently. 

“Amy, you don’t mean to tell me yon love 
w o after all this?” he cried, a sudden glow 
overspreading his face, and something of tho 
WaI to lewfAwg to the gray ey cb. 

“ Richard, I have never ceased to love you 
for a single instant—I could notl” 

She looked up; he held out ids arms. 

“I don’t desorvo it,” he said, brokenly. 
Thou lie strained her to his bosom witli a 
sudden, wild, passionate force, and then as 
suddenly ills arms relaxed, and lie sank back 
into Ids chair, his faco deathly in its 
w bitcness. 

<• 0 Richard! my dear husband, you aro 
weak and ill; why did you not send for me?” 
sbo cried, bending over him iu swift alarm. 

ii Send for you ? 0 my wife—if only I had 
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dared! I thought you hated me—why didn’t 
you? Didn’t I giro you cause enough?” ho 
asked, almost sharply. 

“No,” she said, with a beautiful smile, 
“there never could he cause enough for 
that!” 

“Don’t!” he cried. “I cannot hear it— 
these coals of fire. Amy, I know it all, now, 
the story I would not listen to when you im¬ 
plored me to hear you. She wrote it all to 
me—all you didn’t know as well.” 

“ 117(0 wrote it to you, Richard ?” sho 
asked, faintly; “not his wife, not Luke 
Vernier's wife?” 

“And don’t you know yet?” he asked, 
wonderiugly. 11 It was you who was Vernier's 
wife. Ho only told you that story to torture 
you.” 

“ But, Richard, ho not only told me so, hut 
he showed mo his marriage certificate, and it 
was dated more than a year previous to mine, 
which ho said one of his friends mado out at 
his request, to hoodwink iny father. How 
fervently I thanked God then, he was not alive 
to know of my disgrace." 

Mr. Huntington took a crumpled and 
stained letter from his breast-pocket and put 
it in her hands. 

“ The Margaret Gardner yon used to know, 
and the Mrs. Orley who kept house for mo, 
are one and the same, and she sent mo that,” 
he said. “Thank Heaven the reading will 
bring you relief, instead of bitter remorse, as 
it has brought me.” 

He sat and watched her changing face as 
sho read, saw the soft glow steal into her 
cheeks, and an unconscious pride light up 
her dark eyes. 

“And this is tho pure, delicate, loving spirit 
I crushed with the iron heel of my anger and 
pride,” ho said, under his breath, “and I, 
what I was— what I am!” a faint groan break-' 
lug from his lips. But she did not hear, for 
just then she dropped tho letter with a little 
cry ofjoy. 

“Thank God! thank God! At last lean 
look tho world in tho face without a blush— 
my reputation is no longer at stake! O 
Richard! if you could know how I have suf-* 
feted all these years; haunted with a perpet¬ 
ual fear of discovery—not of my sin, but of 
my misfortune, fearing tho world’s scorn and 
disbelief, fearing, most of all, yours, my hus¬ 
band. I am a free woman at last! There is 
no stain on my name; and, Richard, I do not 
come to you now begging for'a place in your 
heart and by your side; I come and tako It as 


my right, and I will not bo cast off. Hence¬ 
forth, under all circumstances, I shall keep 
boldly at my post.” 

She stood erect, her eyes soft yet flashing, 
a very queen of a woman, the barrenness and 
poverty of her surroundings detracting 
nothing from her innate royalty of spirit aucl 
hearing. 

“ But if I were unworthy, or oven guilty, 
would you stay by mo then ?” he asked, with, 
strange sudden eagerness, looking wistfully 
in her face. 

“ Nothing but death can over separate mo 
from you,” sho said, solemnly. 

CHAPTER XVII. 

Wiiek West Ingraham left Mrs. Hunting- 
ton at the farmhouse he bade tho driver take 
him at once to tho residence of Katie Leeds, 
lie found that young lady engaged in the 
praiseworthy occupation of cleaning tho 
pantry. I doubt if sho was particularly glad 
to see him at just that time. I doubt if any 
woman ever is greatly delighted with callers 
under such circumstances, even If it be tho 
handsomest and most faseinnting man 
imaginable; or If sho very fully appreciated 
tho politeness and suavity of his manner. I 
incline to tho opinion that sho was thinking 
a groat deal more of her soiled and unbecom¬ 
ing dress, uncombed hair, and water-soaked 
hands, than of anything about Mr, Ingraham’s 
looks 01' manners. 

Gentleman calling on their fair friends at 
unseasonable hours will please make a note. 
Don’t repeat that stale nonsenso about a 
“lady’s being always at her case, and self- 
possessed under any circumstances.” I don't 
believe tho woman has yet been horn who 
can sit down in her “old gown,” her hair 
twisted up in a “ pug,” her hands liko over¬ 
grown wrinkled marrowfats, with a decided 
parboiled feeling about them, and feel, or ap¬ 
pear, as well as if she was dressed up in her 
double-skirted, rutiled taffeta (which sho 
knows is becoming), with a bow at tho throat, 
and her hair in “ crimps.” I wouldn’t believe 
such an unreasonable thing if I said it myself. 

But Katie, as I think I have previously 
mentioned, had a very decided weakness for 
young Dick Mallory. And so when Mr. 
Ingraham began to talk aboul'Iiim she rather 
forgot about the rent In the side of her shoo 
which she had been trying to keep out of 
sight under her skirts, and listened witli ft 
pleased faco while that gentleman called him 
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"a fine young fellow,”^nd when he inquired, 
very carelessly, where ho was now—that is, if 
she had heard lately, sho replied very 
promptly that Dick was at Syracuse, and that 
ho was “ doing tiptop.” He expressed great 
satisfaction, saying that he used to know 
him, and he thought of getting him to do a 
little job for him if ho wasn’t engaged. Pos¬ 
sibly he might take a run out to see him. 
That was all, lie wouldn’t detaiu her longer, 
but would mention to Dick, if lie saw him, 
that he had called on her. Then he talked a 
moment about tho weather, the nows of tho 
neighborhood, etc., and took his departure. 

That same evening lie was closeted with 
Dick JIallory at his hoarding-house in 
Syracuse for two hours. 

“ I will send you word when I am ready for 
you, and you will come at once to Arcadia,” 
lie said, when they stood together on the 
doorstep at parting. 

“That I will,” was the quick response, 
“ I’m ready to bear my part of the blame; I’ve 
been a cowardly scoundrel not to do so before. 
But I'll do all I can to make up.” 

The next day Mr. Ingraham, instead of re¬ 
turning to Arcadia, or yet to New York, look 
somo of the connecting central routes and 
went down to Reading, and from there to 
Williamsport. Two days afterwards lie 
arrived in Now York, and went at once to 
see Grace Huntington, even before going to 
his own house, where Aunt Mollie was in a 
fever of anxiety lest “something had happen¬ 
ed to Mr. West,” which was, by the way, a 
chronic difficulty with the simple-hearted old 
lady when her idol was out of her sight, 

Graco had been In a fever of expectation 
for eight-and-forty hours. Sho hadn’t slept 
nor ate a great deal in tho time, and her 
pulses woro going at a fearful rate. Sho had 
received a despatch from her mother, a 
simple “ all is satisfactory, savo your father's 
health, which is delicate.” 

Sho felt as if sliu could not stay away from 
him, but she must wait for Mr. Ingraham, 
and be governed something by this business. 
Perhaps sho ought not to have undertaken it 
without first consulting her father; perhaps 
he did not want tho business looked into, 
maybo his name would suffer as well as 
Gatc3’s. But, then, Mr. Ingraham knew, and 
his judgment was reliable. Sho always came 
hack to this; it was the anchor to which sho 
clung in those long hours of anxiety, uncer¬ 
tainty and suspense. Sho had not told cither 
Winnie or Mr. Russell, though she had seen 


them both during the time. Somehow she 
shrank from telling any one but him of this. 
It was a sort of confidence between them. 
Sho was thinking of it in that light, a faint 
flutter of gratification in her heart, and a soft 
smile just curving tile rich crimson of her 
lips, when ho came. I think he suspected 
she was glad to see him, for lie held her 
hands aud looked down Into her eyes, which 
conduct mere business relations didn’t exactly 
demand. 

“Well?” Graco said. “You see how 
curious I am; pray have the mercy to relieve 
my suspenso as quickly as possible.” 

The least perceptiblo bit of coolness came 
into his face. Yes, that was it, she was 
simply curious about this business. Well, no 
wonder, she had a right to bo, aud he—well, 
he was a fool, that was all. 

“ I have mot with tho best of success—I 
have got proofs enough to convict Gates half 
a dozen times over. But before going further 
1 must see your father and get his authority 
to proceed in tho matter,” he said. 

“Have you seen Mallory?” she asked, 
eagerly. 

“ Yes, and he is an Invaluable witness. He 
awaits my summons to appear against him at 
any time. Why, it is the most transparent 
piece of villany that ever I saw! I don’t see 
how it ever succeeded; it wouldn’t if your 
father had looked it up sharp. But to begin 
witli ibis robbery, though this was not proper¬ 
ly the beginning. However, it is what I 
should advise tho arrest to be made on. 

“ It seems that young Mallory, before ho 
came to Arcadia, had sometimes drank to ex¬ 
cess. He had joined somo sort of temperance 
organization, and probably Gates know the 
whole story—he has a peculiar faculty for 
•learning things, I judge. Tho night lie came 
home from his Southern collecting tour—of 
which more anon—he gave Mallory a bottle 
purporting to contain two spoonfuls of brandy 
mixed with cayenne, ho having taken a like 
quantity from tho bottle, to scare away the 
chills during a night ride on Ids way home.. 
Ho gave it to him, remarking that it would 
warm him up—it was a chill raw night, you 
remember? It was tho night I first saw you, 
and so I remember,” he said, suddenly lower¬ 
ing his voico. But Graco said perversely: 

“ ‘ It was a chill raw night ’—go on.” 

“And that if he was not so tomperate,” he 
continued, composedly, “ he would advise him 
to drink it. As it was ho would give it to 
him, and he could do what he chose with It 
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-—throw It In tho river if lie didn’t want it. 
Well, after he had gone, and left tho hottlo in 
Mallory’s hands, tho old appetito rose up 
within him. I think, hy tho follow’s story 
that ho struggled hard to ovorcomo it, but 
the end of it all was ho drank the liquor, as 
Gates very well knew lie would, though ho 
probably drank it sooner than ho calculated 
on. Mallory says it had a “strango tasto.” 
Of. course it was drugged, two spoonfuls of 
brandy would not make a man insensible for 
four or five hours, as Mallory says ho was. 
Tho hist thing ho distinctly remembers was 
of looking up from tho room where ho was 
lying and seeing a light in the oflicc. His 
first thought was that Mr. Huntington had 
not yet returned home. Then, as tho con¬ 
fusion of ills brain wore off, he remembered 
that ho had loft—that ho waited for him to 
do so—beforo he took that draught, which lie 
now began dimly to realize had had a very 
strango effect on him. His next thought was 
of fire, ami this roused ids still dulled and be¬ 
wildered faculties to Mint degree Mint ho 
sprang up and started to go out. Ho then 
realized for tho first time that his lantern was 
out, though lie was sure ho left it burning, 
and what was more, he was unable to find it 
by groping about in the dark. Ho looked up 
at tho office window and it was all black 
pitchy darkness. Could it bo his half-wakened 
fancy had imagined it? Ho started out, feel¬ 
ing his way, and had got as far as tho outer 
door opening at tho foot of tlio stairs, when 
the door was quickly but cautiously opened 
from tho inside, and Mr. Gatos, with ins lan¬ 
tern in his hand, turned very low and care¬ 
fully sliaded, camo out. Ho started violently 
and then said, laughingly: 

“‘How yon startled me, my good fellow! I 
had to return with Mr. Huntington, who hy 
tho way lias just gone out—I supposo of 
course you saw him?—and so took your lan¬ 
tern, not seeing yuu about; here it is; keepa 
good lookout lot burglars, for wo’ve got nlittlo 
more money on hand than I liko to have, 
though Mr. Huntington thinks it’s perfectly 
safe, Bo suro you don’t go to sleep.’ And- 
with a light laugh ho hurried away. 

“ Mallory says ho had no suspicion that all 
was not right till ho went back into the iitllo 
room where ho usually sat when not going ids 
rounds, and saw that it was near one o’clock. 
Then, even, lie did not think of a robbery, but 
rather doubted about Mr. Huntington’s hav¬ 
ing been there at that Into hour. Imme¬ 
diately on tho discovery of tho burglary tho 


next morning, Gates came to him and said: 

“‘I’m sorry you didn’t keep any better 
lookout, Dick, particularly when you knew 
about tho money. You aro sure you heard 
nothing during tho night?’ This mom as a 
command than a question. 

“ ‘ Not after I saw you, sir,’ ho replied. 

“ ‘ I do not think you saw me, Mr. Mallory,’ 
ho said, in an odd tone. ‘ I do not think you 
saw or heard anything. But still if you insist 
that you did, I shall feel obliged to mention 
tlio circumstance that I very unwisely let you 
know that wo had a good deal of money there. 
You see what tho natural conclusion would 
he. I suppose, also, that my word would go 
very much further than yours, Of courso it 
would pain mo greatly to do this, but if yon 
force mo to it, why you must expect to take 
tlio consequences.’ 

“Mallory says ho shall never forgot the 
cruel look that was in his eyes when ho said 
this. Tlio consequence was that lie kept 
silence about the affair, though ho says ho 
know from that moment who the guilty party 
was, and has nover taken a moment of peace 
since, feeling as if ho was himself equally 
guilty, for two reasons; first, iu suffering him¬ 
self to bo tempted by liis appetite, and secoud- 
ly, hy keeping back what he knew and saw. 
Tlio only thing ho could do to satisfy ids con¬ 
science was to return tlio money, and lie was 
working with all his might, determined to 
save every dollar till he had enough to pay it 
all up to Mr. Huntington. So much for 
Mallory’s story. 

“ I next went to Williamsport and Reading 
and saw Mr. Coploy. Your father told me 
about Copley’s conduct at tlio thno I was in 
Arcadia, also about Gates’s settling up the 
business both in Pennsylvania and New 
Jersey, and tlio sacrifice lie was obliged to 
mako in order to do so, I had some doubts 
about it At tlio time, but ho seemed quito sat¬ 
isfied, and it was none of my business. I 
found Mr. Copley to be a man of strict integ¬ 
rity and probity, a man well known and im¬ 
plicitly trusted in tho community where ho 
resides. His statement—most abundantly 
corroborated—is that lio noverlosta dollar on 
any sales mado for Mr. Huntington, and lio 
himself paid into Gates's hands sixteen thou¬ 
sand dollars. Ho knew of live thousand moro 
ho had received at Princeton for tlio carriages 
sold to go South, which was, by tlio way, a 
far hotter prico than Mr. nuntington had ex¬ 
pected to get. Gates stated to him that Mr. 
Huntington was dissatisfied with his way of 
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conducting his business, and desired him to 
close it up at once, which was done. 

“ From the fact that ho brought back but 
fourteen thousand and seventy-seven dollars, 
you see there were some six or seven thou¬ 
sand unaccounted for. Coploy said lie went 
to Trenton from Reading, and so I just ran 
up and took the pains to inquire if lie had, at 
such a time, made any investment of funds at 
any of tlio banks, and found, not at all to my 
surprise, that seven thousand dollars had 

peon deposited in the-Bank to the credit 

of Mr. Edmund Gatej on tlio twenty-fifth day 
of October last. Two months later there is 
another entry of tlio same amount, but tlio 
whole was withdrawn last April, just previous 
to tlio dato of his marriage and tlio purchaso 
of the Morley property in Arcadia. 

“ I proposo to return immediately to 
Arcadia, acquaint Mr. Huntington with tlio 
facts, and liavo Gates arrested at once. I ex¬ 
pect in tlio meantime to find other proofs of 
liis villauy, and his conviction is, I think, 
sure. And now I must go. I hope you ap¬ 
prove of what I liavo done, and aro not sorry 
you trusted mo ?” ho asked, rising. 

“ I am more than satisfied, Mr. Ingraham,” 
slio replied, cordially. “ I liavo Httlo to prom¬ 
ise you, now, hut if it is decided as you think, 
you shall ho liberally rewarded both for your 
kindness and promptness, as well as your zeal 
and ability.” 

“ Miss Huntington,” ho said, coloring, “ this 
is tlio first tlmo tlio thought of payment has 
over occurred to me.” 

“ Hut it is right and reasonable it should, 
nevertheless.” 

” Grace, I did it because you asked me to,” 
ho said, with sudden warmth. “ Perhaps I 
did want you to foci indobted to me—I hoped 
it would soften your heart towards me.” 

“ O Mr. Ingraham,” she interrupted, gayly, 
“hero is my good friend, Mr. Russell, coming 
up tlio street. I liavo not told him a word of 
this; I can now, can I not?” 

ne looked up with a sort of cool surprise. 

“I cannot imagine why you should ask me 
as to how far you should give your confidence 
to Mr. Russell, Miss Huntington,” ho said, 
stiffly. “ Good-morning.” 

An expression of mingled pain and delight 
crossed her face, followed by a soft warm glow, 
but she did not toll Mr. Russcil tho business she 
had proposed; Indeed she seemed so absent 
and nervous that Mr. Russell soon took his 
leave, ho having only called to leave a note 
from Winnie, conveying tho intelligence that 


another letter had been received from Arthur, 
iu which he wrote that ho had received n 
letter from a Now York publisher wishing to 
engage him to write a series of articles on 
California, also upon such other topics as ho 
might bo inclined to take up. Some articles 
which ho had written for the “Alta Cali¬ 
fornia,” had met and attracted tlio gentle¬ 
man’s attention, lienee his proposition. The 
payment would bo very liberal, and ho li ad 
accepted tlio offer. Appended to this Winnie 
wrote: 

“ I know, dear Grace, this will make you as 
proud and happy ns it does me. My heart is 
so full I can only say over and over, softly, to 
myself, ‘ tlmuk God! thank God I’ ” 

Two days afterwards Grace received a de¬ 
spatch from West Ingraham, saying Gatcsjhad 
been arrested that morning, and requesting 
lior to come to Arcadia immediately, adding 
that her father wished to see her. 

It was two o’clock, and she resolved to tako 
tho half past four train, which would leave 
her at Albany at eleven, or thereabouts. But 
before she went she must see Winnie a mo¬ 
ment to talk over tho good news from Arthur. 
Making her preparations ns speedily as possi¬ 
ble she took-Avenue on her way to the 

railway station, having just half an hour to 
spare for her call. To her great delight she 
found Mr. Russell mailing preparations to 
take tho same train. He was going to Fonda, 
almost the whole distance, and tlio journey 
which had looked rather formidable before, 
instantly lost all its terrors. She related as 
briefly as she could tho business which called 
her there, and tho opinions of Mr. Ingraham 
in tho matter. But not until they were in 
the cars, well on their journey, did she refer 
to the cause of the separation which had 
taken place betweeu her father and mother. 
Somehow it seemed as if he had a right to 
know, ho had been such a delicate, generous 
friend to them in their dark days. And so 
she told him the whole story, keeping nothing 
back, not oven one item of Mrs. Orley’s con¬ 
fession, though her eyes drooped and her 
cheeks burned when she concluded the pain¬ 
ful recital. I think this must have been the 
reason that slio did not notice the strange 
look that had been growing fortho last fifteen 
minutes in her companion’s faco. Tho soil 
golden-brown eyes were absolutely black, and 
the smiling genial faco was pale and grave, 
with a sort of suppressed eagerness in it, 

“ Grace,” he said, abruptly—ho had never 
called her Grace before—“ I have a favor to 
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ask of you; it is that you go with me to see 
tills Gates as soon as we reach Arcadia, to¬ 
morrow.” 

Something unusual in iiis tone struck her, 
but she only said: 

“Certainly, if you wisii mo to. I thought 
you were going only as far as Fonda, though.” 

“I have changed my mind,” ho said, with 
a faint smile. 

I think there was very little sleep came to 
either of our travellers, though the train got 
in on time, and there were six long quiet 
hours before the gong sounded for breakfast. 

Mr. Edmund Gates. via* wot to have Vila 
trial for a week, as witnesses had to bo sum¬ 
moned from some distance, and in the mean¬ 
time lie was put in charge of the sheriff, anil 
thither Mark Itussell and Miss Huntington 
went at once when they readied Arcadia. 

“Ah! this is an hour I had not anticipated,” 
Gates said, coolly, when Grace, accompanied 
by Russell, entered the room. But notwith¬ 
standing his suave tone, a hot angry fire 
leaped to his eyes. 

“I am particularly gratified,” ho continued, 
“because I understand this to bo done at 
your suggestion, Miss Huntington. It is so 
pleasant to know whom to thank for favors. 
Not wishing to be behindhand in generosity, 
J make haste to say that it y.v.us vwexevy 

much to relate that there j 3 a slight impedi¬ 
ment in the way of your contemplated mar¬ 
riage with your good friend, tho popular and 
eloquent young divine.” 

A hot flush rose, not only to Grace’s faco, 
but also to Russell’s. An exultant smile 
parted Gates’s lips. 

“I am pained for you,” lie said, in a mock¬ 
ing tone, “ indeed, my tender heart lias kept 
nie all tills timo silent, even though I heard 
of the charming intimacy growing up between 
you, and which could have but one respectable 
meaning. I hope things liavo not already 
gone too far; one doesn’t like to marry his 
sister, or even enter into a Hutson with 
her.” 

Mark Russell sprang to his feet, his faco 
white as marble, and his eyes gleaming, and. 
laid Ids hand heavily on Edmund Gates’s 
shoulder. 

“Tell mo,” lie cried, in a clear, ringing 
voice, if Grace Huntington is my sister, and 
tell me the truth, as you hope for Heaven’s 
mercy for your many sins; now, sir!” 

“I don’t know as I have any desire to tell 
you anything but tho truth, especially as you 
seem so desirous of hearing it,” was tho slow 


answer. “ The woman who deserted you, and 
murdered your father, because she was too 
good and puro and all that sort of tiling to 
live with any one less perfect than herself, Is 
the mother of this young lady, and the dis¬ 
carded wife of Richard Huntington.” 

Tho cruel exultant smile was still on his 
lips. At last ho had struck Grace Hunting- 
toil’s heart, he thought. Mark Russell’s face 
suddenly kindled; he let go Ids grasp on 
Gate’s shoulder and turned to Grace, who 
had risen, and stood pale, stunned, surprised 
with tho suddenness of the revelation. 

“My dear Grace—my sweet sister,” he said, 
joyfully. “I knew all this when you told mo 
Margaret Orloy’s confession, for I remember¬ 
ed my mother’s departure, child • though I 
was, and I had not forgotten the name of 
Vernier, though I had little love or respect 
for it. My Uncle James Russell—my great- 
uncle—gave me his name, and it was all ho 
had to give, but I bless him for that, for it 
gave mo a name I need not blush for. When 
ho died I was taken to the orphan asylum, 
whore I remained until I wont to livo with 
Mrs. Lester. X knew all this, dear, when you 
told me that story yesterday, but I wanted 
Mm to confirm it, and that is why I asked 
you to come here with me this morning. I 
iwtawtaA haying vile truth out of him, some 
way, but did not expect to get at it so easily 
and quickly.” 

“ O Mark, I am so glad!” Grace cried, with 
a little hysterical sob, hiding her tearful eyes 
oil his shoulder. 

“Mr. Gates, you have done us a greater 
favor than you thought,” Mark said, turning 
towards him. “If it were possible to savo 
you from tho present trouble to which your 
crimes have brought you, and the ends of 
justice still be subserved, I should bo tempted 
to try to do it, just because of this happiness 
you have given us.” 

They turned and went out, then, and the 
last glimpse Edmund Gates had of them slio 
was leaning on his arm anil smiling fondly 
and proudly—hut with only a 6istor’s fond¬ 
ness and pride—-up into his face. 

“They shall not complete their triumph,’’ 
ho cried, fiercely, “ as sure as they think they 
are of it. I can eludo them in one way—and 
I will!” And a vindictive gleam shone from 
ids eyes, oven while his bearded lips grew 
ashy and cold. 

When Mark Russell and Grace reached tho 
door they met Mr. Ingraham on the stops. 
Ho took a stop forward, then caught sight of 
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Russell, and stopped and coolly awaited tbeir 
approach. 

“I heal'd you had conic, Miss Huntington,” 
ho said, “ and been driven up here. I was 
not aware you had an escort, however. I will 
only trouble you to say that your mother 
wishes you to come directly out to the old 
Allen farm—you lmow wlicro it is?” 

“ Yes; but, Mr. Ingraham, I want your con¬ 
gratulations first,” she said, with a bright 
smile. “Mark, come here, please, and ac¬ 
knowledge our new relationship. This is my 
brother, Mr. Ingraham; the child which my 
mother left did not die!” 

Possibly there lias been a more thoroughly 
happy man than West Ingraham was at that 
moment, but I rather doubt it, and so did lie. 

As the three rode out through the beauti¬ 
ful country road, the summer’s greenness and 
the autumn’s gold blending in soft harmony 
on the hills and in the sunny valleys, the 
warmth of summer and the glory of autumn 
blended in their hearts as well. 

“ The Montgomerys aro wounded In a vital 
spot,” Ingraham said, laughing. “Alicia has 
gone home and refuses to go to see her hus¬ 
band, and the whole family are in sackcloth 
and ashes for the ‘ family honor.’ ” 

When they wero alighting at the door of 
the little farmhouse, Mr. Ingraham said to 
Grace: 

“Your father is failing, I think, very rapid¬ 
ly. I tell you this to prepare you for the 
change you are to see in him.” 

At that moment Mrs. Iliiiiliiigton came 
out, and for an instant mother and daughter 
were clasped in each other's arms. Then she 
turned and motioned for Grace to follow her, 
but she put out her hand. 

“ Mother, stop a moment. I want to ask 
you a question. What was your child’s 
name—the boy whom Mr. Gates says died of 
grief and neglect?” 

“llis name was Mark, but why do you 
ask?” turning quickly. 

“ Only for this, mother—I have brought 
him back to you!” 

lly-aml-by Mrs. Huntington lifted her 
tearful face from her son’s breast. 

“You forgive me, Mark?” she asked, 
wistfully. 

“Ihave nothing to forgive, dear mother; 
this hour makes amends for everything the 
past lias denied,” ho said, gently. 

Grace had slipped quietly by them into the 
house, and when they came in a few moments 
later they found her kneeling by her father’s 


chair, one arm thrown about his shoulder, 
and her face buried in his bosom, while 
Theo’s soft arms were about her neck, and ho 
was kissing her hair and dress, and repeating 
over and over in a perfect passion of delight, 
“ Gracio has come 1 Grade lias come l” 

“ She lias forgiven me, Amy—our girl lias 
forgiven me!” Richard Huntington said,look¬ 
ing up with a happy smile on his wan face. 
“ You said she would, but I dared not believe 
it; I’ve never forgotten for a single hour the 
look that was in her face when she said that 
‘some day I might need help and pity, and 
the forgiveness and mercy I never gave,’ and 
bado mo ask it 1 if I dared.’ ” 

“Don’t, father—dear father,” Grace whis¬ 
pered, pleadingly. “I am sorry for it, now, 
and all I ask is your love and blessing. We 
will be happy together again, dear father.” 

“The mercy I never gave,” he faltered; 
and covered his face with his hands. 


• CHAPTER XVIII. 

Mns. Lesthb and Winifred had been out 
for a walk. The evening—or rather late after¬ 
noon—was soft and lovely, and Mis. Lester 
happened to remember just before they 
reached homo that Mark had spoken to her 
about a parishioner of his who was ill, and 
wished her to look after her. She had been 
there once, and expected Mark would have 
been home ore this to attend to such duties 
himself, as she fancied the old lady was not 
quite satisfied with her as a substitute, as she 
talked continually of “Mr. Russell,” and tho 
comfort his calls always wero to her. But 
nevertheless she decided to go, and so Wini¬ 
fred went on homo alone. Tho sitting-room 
was a cosy sunshiny room, looking south and 
west. But the sunshine had faded out of it 
before Winnie came in, all save a faint amber 
glow that lingered like a benediction of peace. 
She had barely laid asido her liat, when a 
quick step came through tile long hall which 
separated their tenement from that of another 
tenant’s. 

“ The first door on tho right,” she heard 
Mrs. Marshall say, and tho thought occurred 
to her that it was some one who had some 
business with Mark, who had been waiting in 
Mrs. Marshall’s for them to come in. Tho 
quick steps paused, and thoro was an impa¬ 
tient rap, but before she could cross the room 
the door was flung open, and without so 
much as a “by your leave,” little Winnio 
Lester was caught up in a pair of strong arms, 
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(U1(1 very nearly strangled to death. She did, 
however, have harely time before this hap¬ 
pened to ery out, “O Arthur 1” in just tho 
happiest, most delighted voice you ever heard* 
As to what happened afterwards I, if I know', 
am not going to tell. You would say it was 
“silly” if I did, and very likely it would be, 
only I am not quite suro they would agree 
with us. 

Arthur Iluiitington had received a despatch 
from his mother, saying that his father was 
ill and wanted to see him. The railroad was 
so ueavty done that he had got through In 
ton days, and lie had only stopped to take 
Winnie along with him to Arcadia. 

“ Hadn’t I better wait, Arthur?” she asked, 
softly. “ He might not like to have me come J 
you can let me know if he docs, and then I 
will come, gladly. But if he is ill I wouldn’t 
like to do anything which would pain him 
ever so little.” 

“But I want you to go, Winifred,” he said, 
gravely, so gravely that Winnie hardly know 
the voice, and so she said no more, but sot 
Iiersolf to get ready. 

To Arthur’s great delight ho found Dick 
Mallory waiting for him at the station when 
they readied Arcadia. lie had telegraphed 
that he was in Mow York, but had not men¬ 
tioned when lie should reach Arcadia. But 
if lie had conic in the three previous trains, 
or either of tho ninety-nine succeeding ones, 
lie would have found Dick Mallory there 
waiting, just tho same. 

“ There’s a good deal of excitement about 
this Gales affair in Arcadia, to-day,” Dick 
said, when they had got well under way on 
tlio road. 

“ I suppose so,” Arthur replied. “ When is 
the trial to tako place, or has it taken placo 
already?” 

“Don’t you know?” he asked, in surprise. 
“ Wliy, the judgment has taken place before 
the trial—lie’s dead,” lie said, in that awed 
tone we all unconsciously adopt when speak¬ 
ing of death. 

“Dead ?” 

“Yes; that is what I meant by tho excite¬ 
ment in Arcadia to-day. You seo this was 
the day set for tho trial, and Ingraham—I 
never saw such a fellow to ferret out things! 
—had got the most overwhelming proofs 
against him, enough to convict him twenty 
times over, and lie knew it. When his coun¬ 
sel told him about it he smiled and said ‘lie 
didn’t deny it, it was all true,’ but added, 

< nevertheless I shall escape.’ Ho was confined 


in Sheriff Ritchie’s house. In a room fixed up 
expressly to keep prisoners under arrest In, 
before they como to trial. 

“ 'Veil, between one and two o’clock there 
was a cry of fire and everybody was out In a 
hurry. Wo saw the flames bursting out of 
Ritchie’s house the first thing, and mado a 
rush for it witli the two engines, but’twas no 
use, wo couldn’t save it. But that was not 
the thing. After we had mado sure the fam¬ 
ily were all out, somebody for the first time 
romembered that Gates was shut up in one of 
the rooms. The smoke and flame were rushing 
out of tho windows, but when it lifted wo 
saw something swaying against the burning 
building. Some of the boys dared tho flames 
and went half way up a ladder, when the 
‘something’fell. It was Gatos, and he was 
dead. Ho had fastened a rope round Ida 
waist, and attached it to a piece of chain, 
thinking to let himself down, after he had 
kindled the fire, and escape in the confusion, 
they expect. But the chain caught in an 
iron staple ontsido the window—and, well) I 
don’t like to think of the terrible death he 
died, bad as lie was,” lie concluded, with a 
shudder. 

“And so,” Mallory said, after a little pauso, 
" tile property is all your father’s again—I 
mean all he had, and there is no need of a 
trial, for, as I said, tho judgment came beforo 
it.” 

“How is my father?” Arthur asked, In 
that samo strange grave volco which had 
once before startled Winnie, and did now, so 
that she reached out and touched ills hand 
with a little shy, caressing, pitying touch, 
lie smiled down tenderly in the face uplifted 
to his, but there was something grave, almost 
painful, in his face still, 

“ They think he is failing, sir. This troublo 
somehow seemed to break him all up; ho 
just sunk right down under it. Miss GraCO 
would liavo come to meet you, but he Isn’t 
willing she should go out of Ids sight,” 
Mallory, said, soberly. 

Richard Huntington had indeed failed, and 
tho most careful nursing and the temlerest 
lovo were powerless beforo the steady, silent 
sweep of that incoming tide, whose returning 
waves should boar him out—out into the 
solemn unknown sea of eternity. Ho looked 
np eagerly when Arthur opened tho do of, 
lifted his arms, then let them fall suddenly, 
and turned away ills face. 

“I—I dare not!” lie gasped. “I dare not 
ask for mercy from him—I never granted it!” 
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“ Father, you need not ask it, I have for¬ 
given you long ago,” Arthur cried, quickly, 
coming and bending over him and clasping 
his hands. “ I had too much need offorgivc- 
noss myself to withhold it from others.” 

“And so had I,” was the quick cry, “but it 
only hardened me. I havo something to tell 
you all, but how can I ever do it wliilo you 
all forgive mo? I never knew the meaning 
of ‘heaping coals of (ire on one’s head’till 
lately,”, he said, with a faint groan. 

There was a moment of silence, and then 
he said, half starting up, but holding to 
Arthur’s hands with a piiifui clinging clasp: 

“ I must tell you now; I can’t bear it any 
longer. I shall go crazy if I do. You seo I 
wronged her, Winifred Lester and her mother, 
and that was why I hated them so, nml why 
I was determined you should not marry tlio 
girl. You all thought it was bccauso she was 
poor; it would been the same if she had been 
worth a million. It was tho old stolen draft 
case, and I presented that draft and drew 
tho money and put it into my business! I 
thought for a good wliilo that I had cheated 
Heaven, and was prospering in spite of tho 
declaration that tho ‘ Lord will by no means 
clear tho guilty,’ You seo I knew this Dar¬ 
rell, tlio servant of Gordon, years boforc. Ho 
camo to me one morning and told me about 
the draft ho had, and said I might havo it for 
two hundred dollars. Gordon was sick, and 
wouldn’t ever be any better, and lie had no¬ 
body to leave tlio money to, and I might as 
well havo it as any ono. Ho know I did busi¬ 
ness at tho bank, and held an order of 
Lovell's payable there, at tlio time. I had 
casually mentioned it to him tho night before, 
saying I was going to begin a littlo business 
with it in Arcadia. Ills plan was that I 
should presont both checks, and if tlio cashier 
noticed it particularly, I should explain, and 
then of course I should not get it—that is, 
myself. 13ut lie calculated on tlio hurry of 
business at that hour, my known relations 
with tlio parties, and a certain forgetfulness 
which was a well-known failing in tho cashier. 
I didn’t listen to him at first, but I did at last, 
ami tlie money on both drafts was counted out 
to mo without a word, and only a casual 
glanco. But even after I had drawn it I 
started half a dozen times to carry it back, 
but Darrell threatened to tell the whole thing 
If I did, and I wailed and waited, till the story 
of tlio loss came out, and then I dared not 
tell. And so I kept tills money and built up 
a fortune with it, mid when it toppled and fell, 


I knew it wa3 God who had done it, no matter 
what instruments lie used. Tho wholo 
structure was riddled through and through 
with tho arrows of divine recompense.” 

• “ Father,” Arthur said, calmly, “ I knew all 
this n year ago—or at least I was told it was 
so. I knocked down the man who told mo 
tlio story, and for it I came near losing my 
life. Burko was ono of Darrell's aliases.” 

“O my God! uiy punishment is greater 
than I can boar I” he cried, in a voice sharp 
with agony. “And I in my hardness of heart 
disowned and cast you off for it—for believing 
me better than I wasl 0 my boy, is—is it 
possible that you can—can forgive mo ?” ho 
faltered. 

“Dear father! I have long since forgiven 
you, but hero Is tlio one you iiave wronged 
most, ask her. Winnie, my darling, como 
here.” 

She camo quickly forward, her dusky blue 
eyes swimming in tears, amt put botli her 
pretty whito arms about the neck of Richard 
Huntington and kissed him softly. 

“We will never mention it again,” she said, 
Brightly. “We will let tlio dead bury its 
dead. I had rather have your love and ap¬ 
proval, and—and,” blushing brightly, “your 
consent to my union with your son, than all 
tlio inonoy in tlio world.” 

no caught lier hand and looked into her 
face with a wild ficrco eagerness, no had 
not seen her till she stepped forward. She 
smiled softly; a quick glow overspread Ids 
face. , 

“My child—my darling!” lie said, and 
folded her ill ills trembling arms. 

A moment after, when she turned away, 
ids lips moved faintly, and Grace, standing 
near, heard theso words: 

“ Tho mercy I never gave 1” scarcely abovo 
a breath. 

But she remembered them, for they were 
tlio last words Richard Huntington ever 
spoke. He dropped into a sweet childlike 
sleep, from which ho awoke, let us believe, 
to find yet another and more abundant for¬ 
giveness awaiting him from One whose love i3 
as far above our love as tho heavens are abovo 
tlio earth. 

But though forgiven of men and of God, 
did lie not still suffer loss? Was not his soul 
dwarfed and cramped by this sin, whoso soil 
only the Infinite knows how long it shall take 
to offaco? 

After tho funeral they all wont back to 
New York. And one day very soon after, 
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West Ingraham made another effort to l’ 1 ' 0 ' 
cure a housekeeper. But I think he h !l<1 
learned wisdom by experience, and this tl> n0 
lie did not heat round the bush, hut asK c ‘| 
tlie woman lie wanted, and whom lie inc#' 1 ^ 
all tlio time when lie was talking to l‘ cr 
mother. 

“I know of no man in the world I think 60 
highly of,” Grace said, smiling oddly, “uulo ss 
it be my brother Mark.” 

“ Grace," lie cried, a sudden light dawnh’S 
on him, “ I believe you knew all tlio time li°' v 
insanely jealous I was of Russell. Wlry,^ 
two months I wouldn’t go to hear him preaelb 
though I had never missed a Sabbath licf<»' 0 
since he came here! But I can have no <*" 
ceptions in tills case, Grace. I shall not h° 
satisfied with your ‘thinking highly’of n |C > 
either. Aunt Mollio does that, and yet I 
don’t propose to marry her.” 

“Ah ? Perhaps you couldn’t do bolter." 

“Grace, don’t you care for me, after all?” 
he asked, very humbly, so humbly that I a" 1 
most sure it was a ruse. 

All I am going to say is that It succeeded 
to a charm, to the unbounded delight and 
gratification of tlio plotter—and, quite prob¬ 
ably, oi Ids victim'. 

“ Now i’ll tell yon a little secret which I 
heard at Arcadia the other day,” Ingraham 
said, after ho “ came to himself.” “ I dolt’ 1, 
know how the story leaked out, but it did. I 1 
seems Frederic Montgomery sent a proposal 
of marriage to Miss Georgia Castlercaugh, 
who returned an answer that she was already 
engaged to Kev. Mark Bussell.” 

“To Mark!” Grace cried, in astonishment- 

Just then the door opened and who butth° 
game Mark, accompanied by Arthur Hunting- 
ton and Winnie Lester—I beg pardon, Win¬ 
nie Huntington, she having borne Hint title 
three whole days. 

“Winnie, dear,” Grace criod, hastily, “the 
jeevetof tlio 1 Fonda exchanges’ isout," And 
then she told tlio story with some embellish¬ 
ments nili VnVelpuiaVionS. 

“ But wliat could I do ?” asked Russell, try¬ 
ing to hide his embarrassment at the sudden 
revelation of his secret which lie had guarded 
so religiously, “ncro is Winnie going to 
Chestnut 'Villa with her husband, who in¬ 
forms mo that he has bought the old place 
back, and you and Ingraham wouldn’t like to 
have a minister round always in tlio way, and 
jjotlior Lester goes witli Winnie, and mother 
and Tlieo belong to us all by turns, so what 
can I do?” 


“I don’t exactly see,” Graco replied, w>th 
assumed gravity; “but, my dear broth« r > ai ° 
you quite sure your regard for Miss Castle- 
icaugli is not based on her g ra n d fa t b a v P 
Aro you positive that you ‘love her fof ,ler ' 
self alone,’ without the slightest rcferc» ce to 
the hones of her ancestors?” 

“And then there is Paul,” interposed Wn- 
nie, “ you’re surely not going to doseft 
colors ?” 

At this moment a hoy with very black 
and very white hair came to say to Mr. J»8 ra - 
liam that he was wanted at the office ” 
once,” to use Ills own expression. 

b by, that is tlie boy who brought my 
flowers I” Graco cried, in surprise, and then 
dropped her eyes in confusion. 

“Yes,” said Iiussoll, quietly, “that i s 1,10 
boy I thought it was at tlio time. lie I s J * r- 
Ingraham’s factotum; but of course I tva 811 ’ 1 
going to tell my friend’s secrets.” 

Tlie niintington property, after all ^ le 
debts were settled which the creditors held at 
the time of the bankruptcy, was about twenty 
thousand dollars, seventeen thousand of t,lis 
they ah firmly insisted should ho settled 011 
Winnie in payment of that old, old debt, 1 ' 10 
stolen draft. Tlie remaining three thoi' salu ' 
was put at interest for Tlica, 

“ There is one tiling I want to knoi'S ^ r - 
Ingraham,” Winnie said, one day soon nfler 
tlio settlement. “ Did you have any suspiC' 011 
who had the money, when yon gave up 1,10 
case so suddenly, and without excuse ?” 

“ Yes, Winnie, I knew. I saw the cashief, 
and lie said lie is quito an old man, iiolf— 
that it had been slowly impressing itself °n 
his mind that Mr. Huntington presented both 
the drafts from Lovell. One ho knew W“ s 
his own, and tlie other might have been th |s - 
Perhaps I did wrongly to give it up as I < lill > 
hut I couldn’t go on with it—he was >‘ cr 
father.” 

“West Ingraham,” she said, enthusiast^' 
cally, «I never admired you so much in my 
life asldo at this moment! I always knew 
yon had a clear head and an unsuH^ 1 * 
conscience, and now I am sure your heart is 
right. And so you eared for her the", 
did you?” 

“Cared for her! Why, Winifred, I have 
loved her from the first moment I overlooked 
ill her face—how could I help it? my rega 1 , 
beautiful darling!” 

“0, spare me!” she cried, putting both 
hands over her ears in mimic entreaty. 
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by r. i 

“Good-by’, dear,” said Mr. Job Guntlicr, 
as be folded the dear one to bis breast. 

The dear one above-mentioned "'as Miss 
Sarah McKenzie, and she lived in the town 
of Bazoo, and she was an only child, and 
lived with her father and mother, whom she 
loved very much, but not quite so much as 
she did Job. 

And so when Job said good-by, she said 
good-by, and when he folded her to bis breast, 
she folded him to her breast, and then they 
hissed, and O, what it long, long hiss it was! 
It didn’t seem as though they ever would get 
their lips apart, but they did, and then they 
unfolded themselves, and Job snatched up 
his carpet-bag, and then he snatched up his 
overcoat, and snatching out his watch, said 
he: 

“I’ve only five minutes in which to reach 
the depot;” and lie snatched another hiss 
and ran. 

“Adieu, Job,” cried Sarah. “ Write often.” 
“I will, darling," answered Job, and just 
then he darted around the corner, and Sarah 
turned and closed the door, and went bach 
into the breahfast room, where Mr. McKenzie 


IAKLINO. 

was eating muffins and hard-boiled eggs, 
drinhing strong coffee and reading the 
morning paper. 

“IIow long Is Job going to be gone?” in¬ 
quired Mr. McKenzie, loohing up from his 
paper as Sarah came in. 

“Two months,” she replied, and imme¬ 
diately a freshet of tears inundated her 
countenance, and came very near floating her 
nose off from her face. 

“ Well, well, don’t cry, my dear,” said Mr. 
McKenzie, patting her gently on the back 
“Two months will soon pass away, and 
then—” 

"And then,” interrupted Mrs. McKenzie, 
who had just come into the room, “ there’ll 
be a wedding.” 

“And Miss Sarah McKenzie will he no 
more,” cried the old gentleman, still patting 
his daughter on the bach. It was a habit he 
had got into, owing to a habit that his wife 
had of swallowing tilings the wrong way and 
so choking herself, ne had been obliged to 
pat her on the bach so much, that now he 
didn’t feel really at ease, unless he bad aback 
to pat. 
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There’s something very consoling in tho 
mention of a wedding, I fancy, particularly to 
the person who is going to take ono of tho 
principal parts in the said wedding. It had 
such an effect upon Sarah, certainly, for she 
stopped winking at once, and soon began to 
dry her eyes with her cambric pocket hand¬ 
kerchief. 

“ There, there, Sarah, now we’ll finish our 
breakfast, wont we ?” 

And Sarah said she would, and so sat down 
to the table; and while she is sipping her 
coll'eo and devouring muffins, if you’ve no ob¬ 
jections, my jolly reader, we’ll talk over mat¬ 
ters and things, and perhaps I’ll tell you 
* something about Job. 

1 intended to let you take a peep at Sarah 
. while she was eating her breakfast, because 
she’s such a pretty woman that she’s really 
worth peeping at, usually; but unfortunately, 
tears always spoil her good looks for the time 
being. You notice now how* red and swollen 
her nose looks, and it shines, too, like a glass 
bottle; and then her eyes—well, I’ll tell you 
about Job. 

Job Gunther hadn’t any father. I suppose 
he had lmd one, but at the time I speak of lie 
was entirely destitute of the article. lie had 
a brother, and his name was Joseph, but he 
wasn’t the one you are thinking of. Job’s 
brother didn’t wear a coat of many colors. 
Joe was satisfied with a coat of one color, ami 
he didn’t care a snap what color it was, if it 
was only fast. 

Job and Joow’ore both born in Ripplestone, 
and there they grew to manhood, and Joe he 
went into tho dry-goods business, and then 
lie got married, and then lie enlarged his 
business, and then, as the years rolled on ho 
began to think that Blpplcstone was too 
small for a man of bis abilities, and he began 
to think seriously of going to some city. He 
didn't care what city, if it was only big 
enough. 

Meantime Job wasn’t quite so successful as 
his brother. For ten years he had been in 
the employ of tho Bazoo Manufacturing 
Company, and though his salary had been 
small at first, It was now sufficiently large, he 
thought, to warrant him in taking a very im¬ 
portant step in life. This warrantable step 
was a step into matrimony. 

Mr. Job Gunther had loved Miss Sarah Mc¬ 
Kenzie for nino years seven months and 
fourteen days, when suddenly the idea 
dawned upon him that Ids salary was now 
sufficient to support a small family. 


Job wag a man that never allowed an idea 
to strike him twice. He went directly to 
Sarah’s house, and she invited him into the 
parlor. 

“ Sarah,” said Job, “ I havo loved you for a 
long time.” 

“IIow long?” she inquired. 

“Fornine years seven months and four¬ 
teen days,” Job replied, promptly. 

“And I have loved you a long time,” said 
Sarah. 

Job didn’t ask her how long, though he 
wanted to. ne only said: 

“Well, do you love me now?” 

“Yes, Job, Ido” 

“And you will be Mrs. Gunther?” 

“I will ” 

“Good,” cried Job. “And now let us 
settle the rest of the business. Two weeks 
from to-day I start for the West, I shall be 
gone two months upon business for the com¬ 
pany. When I return, we will be married. 
Name tho day yourself, and be sure and 
take time enough to get everything ready.” 

“0,1 could get ready in twenty-four hours 
to marry you, Job,” cried Sarah, throwing 
her lily white arms around his neck, ami 
giving him a kiss that mado him blush clear 
back behind his ears, 

You understand from this, that Job hadn’t 
been kissed a groat deal. No, Job wasn’t, or 
hadn’t been a kissing man, and consequently 
Sarah’s attack rather confused him. But ho 
rallied very soon, and said: 

“ My dear, having loved you, as I remarked 
before for nine years seven months and four¬ 
teen days, it isn’t my intention now to get 
married in a hurry. I shall have everything 
ready beforehand.” 

“Oyes,” said Sarah. “I’m in no hurry. 
O no. I only meant to ho understood that 
although it would take a long time to get 
ready to marry anybody else, I could get 
ready to marry you in twenty-four hours, if it 
was necessary.” 

“That’s all right,” said Job, “and now if 
you’ve a mind to, you can do that again.” 

“Do what?” asked Sarah, opening her 
beautiful eyes. 

“ Why, you know,” replied Job, puckering 
Ids lips. 

“Ola kiss?” 

« M’m.” 

“ There I was it sweet?” 

“As sugar. Ami now about your father. 
Will ho have any objections to this little 
arrangement of ours?” 
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“0 no,” 

“Well, then it’s settled, I suppose.” 

“Yes.” 

And so these two lovers seated themselves 
on the sofa, and she laid her head on his 
breast, and he laid his head cm her head, and 
he put one arm around her frame-work, and 
clasped Her hand in his, and for two hours 
ami seventeen minutes neither of them 
moved a peg, and as their conversation was 
carried on in the softest kind of whispers, of 
course I can’t tell you what was said, and 
luckily for iny story, it makes little 
d hie re nee. 

Mr, Job Gunther was a very methodical 
young man. Finding himself the accepted 
lover of one of the sweetest girls that ever 
wore a switch, and realizing that ho had only 
two weeks to be with her prior to an absence 
of two mouths, he felt it to he his duty, not 
only to himself, but to the beloved one, to 
spend as much of his precious time as ho 
could in her company, and so he passed two 
hours and seventeen minutes every evening 
in her society, and before the expiration of 
the two weeks lie had made such proficiency 
in the art of love, that he could kiss almost as 
well as you can, my lovely reader. 

We left Sarah at breakfast, and as I’vo 
nothing for her to do for the space of two 
months except to read Job’s letters and write 
answers, you may suppose that she sat at 
that table for eight weeks, if you want to. I 
don’t say that she did. It is barely possible 
that she did not, but as I don’t know, I de¬ 
cline to say anything about it, because I con¬ 
sider that I am responsible for every statement 
that I make. 

.dll I know is, that she was sitting at that 
same table on a certain fine morning, just 
about two months from the time when wo 
saw her there before; and she was eating 
buckwheat cakes and maple syrup, ami she 
was all alone, when suddenly the doorbell 
rang. 

As doorbells generally do ring suddenly, 
she wasn’t surprised in the least, but her 
heartbeat violently when sho thought that 
it might bo Job. She knew that he was on 
the way home, and lie might drop in any 
moment. 

She rose quickly from her chair (if she had 
been sitting there two months, I guess her 
joints felt rather stiff), and hurried to the 
door. 

“Why, good-morning, Miss Crlxy. Walk 
right iu.” 


And so Miss Crixy did walk right in, and 
Sarah handed her a chair, and asked her to 
be seated. 

You never knew the Crixys? No, I 
thought not. Thero were fourteen in the 
family—all old maids, the youngest, Althea, 
being thirty-five. 

This was Althea. She was a tall dark- 
complexioned woman, with small black eyes, 
and a small thin nose, and a pair of thin 
puckered lips; and she was never known to 
carry good news into a house, and therefore 
she never went into a house unless she liad 
bad news. 

“ I was down to Boston yesterday,” said 
she, her small black eyes twinkling with 
delight, 

“Ah, indeed 1” 

“ Yes, I went down to do some shopping. 
But whom do yon think I saw there ?” 

“ Why, I’m sure I can’t guess. Was it any 
one that I know?” asked Sarah. 

“ I believe so,” returned Miss Crixy. 

“A gentleman or a lady?” 

“A gentleman, or at least I suppose he 
calls himself one, though I have my opinion 
about that.” 

“ It wasn’t Mr, Fobbs?” 

“ 0 no. It was a man that left town about 
two months ago. He said he was going 
Weston business; and I understood he was 
going to marry a certain young lady of this 
town, when he returned 

“You don’t mean Job?” cried Sarah, 
opening to the widest extent her beautiful 
hazel eyes. 

“I don’t mean anybody else,” said Miss 
Crixy. 

“ Then he’ll be home to-day.” 

“ I don’t know about that. lie didn’t speak 
to me. Ho didn’t recognize mo in Boston, 
though I believe lie does know my name 
when he’s in Bazoo. Perhaps he thought I 
didn’t know him.” 

“Why, how you talk, Miss Crixy. Job 
isn’t a bit proud, and I’m sure if he’d seen 
you—” 

“Seen me! Why, I spoke to him, and he 
looked me right in the face, and then ho 
blushed and turned away without saying a 
word. But the creature that was with him 
looked at me sharp enough, and I heard her 
ask him who I was.” 

“ You don’t mean to say that there was a 
woman with him?” cried Sarah, turning very 
red ami then very pale. 

“Well, I do; and sho wasn’t a bit too 
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respectable either, I calculate,” said Miss 
Crixy. 

“ 0 Miss Crixy, yon must have been mis¬ 
taken. It could not have been Job, I’m sure. 
And with a woman, tool O, Job wouldn’t 
do any such thing.” 

“ () well, if you don’t want to believe me, 
you needn’t. I’m sure it’s nothing to mo 
what Job Gunther does, or where lie goes, or 
what company lie keeps. I heard that you 
and Job were engaged, and I thought It 
would be only a kindness to let you know 
just what kind of a man he was, I felt it to 
be my duty to put you on your guard, and 
now that I’ve done my duty, I guess I’ll go; 
and if you'd rather believe Job titan me, you 
can, but you’ll find him out sooner or later, 
take my word for that;” and Miss Crixy got 
up and started for the door. 

“If I was only sure that it was Job,” said 
Sarah. 

“O, I don’t suppose it was,” cried Miss 
Crixy, sarcastically. “ I wont believe my own 
eyes. Probably it was some oilier man, or 
perhaps I didn’t see any man at all. I might 
have known that it couldn’t have been Job, 
any way. Good morning, Miss McKenzie.” 
And Miss Crixy flounced out of the house, 
and went away in high dudgeon. 

The moment she disappeared Sarah burst 
Into tears. She cried for fifteen minutes, 
and then site began to dry her eyes and com¬ 
menced thinking. She had always had tho 
most unlimited faith In Job, and she couldn’t 
bring herself to believe at first but that Miss 
Crixy had been mistaken. Of course she had 
seen somebody, and that somebody must 
have looked like Job, but that it was Job she 
would not believe. At least she said sho 
wouldn’t. She said so several times, and tho 
more she said so, tho more sho did believe. 

I am inclined to think that Miss Sarah Mc¬ 
Kenzie was not naturally of a jealous disposi¬ 
tion. Like the lato General Othello of 
Venice, she was “one not easily jealous, but, 
being wrought, perplexed in the extreme.” 
She was most thoroughly perplexed, and tho 
only way to free herself from her perplexity 
was to go in search of Job. 

But where should she go? If sho went to 
Boston, she felt that it was very doubtful 
about her finding him, even if ho was thcro; 
ami ho might return to Bazoo hi her absence, 
and—but never mind, she resolved to go. 

She arrived in the city about noon, and Im¬ 
mediately commenced her search. I don't 
know whether she went to work on tho most 


approved plan or not. Perhaps she didn’t 
have any plan at all. I only know tiiat sho 
walked up and down all the principal streets 
first, ami then she went into some of the 
more retired ones, and she glanced hastily at 
every man she met ns she went along. And 
so slio spent tho afternoon, and still she liad 
seen nothing of Job, 

It was just about six o’clock when Sarah 

reached the corner of Y- street. Sho 

didn’t know which way to go. She was tired 
and discouraged, and she began to blame her¬ 
self for suspecting Job. I think she was 
almost tempted to call Miss Crixy hard 
names; and she wished she had never left 
Bazoo on such a fool’s errand, at least, and 
sho determined to return homo at once. 

“I’ll go up this street, ns I’ve got plenty of 
time, and then I’ll go right to tho depot,” she 
said. 

It was a very quiet street, as Sarali observed, 
and the people who lived on it were, to all 
outward appearance, very respectable folks. 
Men with some money, hut no nabobs, who 
lived comfortably, but made no show in the 
world. 

Sarali walked along slowly, glancing care¬ 
lessly at the names on the doorplates, until 
she had nearly reached the upper end of tho 
street, when— 

“Gunther! J. Gunther!” she exclaimed, 
rubbing her eyes. 

There it was, the name, staring atlicrfrom 
the doorplate of the house just before lier. 

At this moment d little girl came to the 
door, crying, “papal papa!” and the girl was 
—O, there was no use hi denying It—the very 
picture of Job! And, as if to make assurance 
doubly sure, at that very Instant a mail 
brushed by her, ran up the steps, caught the 
child ill his arms and kissed her, and that 
man was—O hevings! it was, It was, sho was 
sure it was Job Gunther! 

Now, my most beautiful reader (If yon are 
of tho feminine gender), I should like to ask 
you, in confidence, how would yon feel now, 
just ns you have got everything ready for the 
wedding, just as you arc about to take your 
dear Frederick Augustus for better or worsi 
—how would you feel to find that the beloved 
one was a married man, and the father of a 
family? 

I want you to ask yourself this question, 
because In no other way can you realize the 
feeling of Miss Sarah McKenzie when sho 
made this very Important and startling 
discovery mentioned above. 
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Miss McKenzie was of a very nervous tem¬ 
perament. X don’t know whether I have 
mentioned this before or not, but such was 
the fact. She was one of that tcfud of women 
who fly all to pieces about once a month (she 
wasn’t one of those that take themselves to 
pieces every night—0 no!) ami she was just 
one of those women whom I should rather 
live with a week than a fortnight. 

I’m fairly ashamed of myself for talking so 
about my heroine, but I will tell the truth, if 
I have to spoil the story. 

But I want you to understand me. I 
merely say that Sarah. Was of a nervous tem¬ 
perament, and I’m sure that’s nothing very 
bad. She was the most agreeable woman I 
ever met, without any exception, for a single 
evening; and she was pretty, and—but she 
would fly. And so she flew now, right up 
the steps, through the hall, and into tho 
sitting-room. 

O, must I tell it? I believe I will, but my, 
pen fairly blushes while I write. 

There he was in the arms of the most beau¬ 
tiful woman that Miss Sarah McKenzie ever 
saw. And she was hissing him, and ho wa3 
hissing her, while three very interesting 
children were gathered around them, scream¬ 
ing at the top of their little voices, “papa, 
papa.” 

It was really too bad to spoil such a lovely 
picture of domestic bliss, considering tho 
scarcity of such pictures, but Sarah never 
did care much about high art, and she was 
feeling exceedingly nervous, and so she flow 
at Mr. Gunther with a determination to spoil 
his “pictor,” if she couldn’t do anything else. 

“0, you scampi” cried Sarah, fixing her 
taper fingers in Mr. Gunther’s hatr, and pull¬ 
ing out huge handfuls. 

Mr. Gunther’s first thought was that she 
Wanted to collect enough for a liair mattress, 
but when she called him a scamp, he began 
to think there must he some mistake. 

“ 0 you villain! to try to marry an innocent 
young girl, when you are already married,” 
and the hair flew worse than before. 

Mrs. Gunther fainted, and the children 
screamed, hut Sarah persisted. 

“Why, why—woman, you’re mad!” yelled 
Mr. Gunther. “I don’t know you.” 

“Don’t know mo! Then Vll make you 
know me," and again the hair flew. 

But just at this moment another actor ap¬ 


peared upon the scene. lie had been reading 
In the library, hut hearing the racket, lie had 
rushed out to learn the cause. 

“Why, what’s all this?” cried lie; and 
then catching a glimpse of the face of the 
aggressive party, “Sarah 1 Sarah! are you 
crazy ?” 

Sarali stopped suddenly at the sound of 
that voice, and looked behind her. Then she 
looked before her, and then— 

“Don't you know me, Sarah?” asked Job, 
for it was he. 

“ Which Is which ?” she asked, feeling 
considerably confused. 

“ Why, I’m Job,” said the new-comer. 

“Ami I’m Joe, or I was a few minutes ago. 
But tear my hair out if I know who I am 
now,” said Joseph. 

“And you are not married, Job?” asked 
Sarali. 

“ Why, of course I am not. I was going to 
Bazoo to-morrow for the purpose of marrying 
you. But didn’t you know, love, that Joe 
was my twin brother?” 

“ Ves, I knew it, hut I didn’t suppose you 
looked so much alike, and then I didn’t know 
that lie was living ill Boston, and this morn¬ 
ing I heard that you were here—Miss Crixy 
said she saw you here, on the street with a 
woman. I unino down to see about it;” and 
Sarali hurst into tears. 

“Well, well, Sarali, don’t cry. It is all 
right now any way. Brother Joe, let mo 
make you acquainted with tho soon-to-bo 
Mrs. Job Gunther.” 

“I’ve met her before,” said Joe, who had 
just restored his beautiful wife to conscious¬ 
ness. 

But lie came forward and took her hand, 
ami said that although lie lmd been the 
greatest sufferer, lie would agree to say 
nothing about damages, provided Miss Mc¬ 
Kenzie would agree to buy lilm a wig in case 
lie should ever need one. 

“ I agree,” said Sarali, drying her eyes. 

“And I will he her bondsman,” said 
Job. 

“Well, then, peace and harmony being 
restored, let us go to supper;” and Joe led 
the way to the dining-room. 

It is only necessary to say that there was a 
wedding in Bazoo shortly aftev, and tho 
happiest man there was Mr. Job Gunther, 
and the happiest woman was his bride. 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



